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IKE TIGERS roar 


SIND ALL LETTERS TO TIGER MAGAZINE, 424 S, MICHIGAN AVE. r CHICAGO S 
All idlers musr b& siyJted. N-OfllOS wilt Jbo e-rraifted if (a requeued. 


James ForresfaL *..* „ 

[ hardly, sec him its Tiger of the Past. 
We Americans should he thankful chat 
this unbalanced perfn.ni was removed from 
pother Mr, Turner and. you i ry to claim 
'dirty work and sound downright silly, 

James L. Ter rial 
North Ek-rgen. N. J. 

V '/1 for retted Can it suU on the top 
Secret if,ft i» W" Of hi agio tf, IFY'rr* there 
i .i tni nke the tv ft ftte. 

.. Bitty Mitchell 

jc: Mr. ].. m out's I alter in the December 
TlClFfc. 

r stand by whal I wrote. Mitchell con 
sjdered the Camel such a had ship rJtat he 
ret used to use it in the squadrons under 
In's command. My information came from 
reliable sources,, incltiding persons who 

UCiu OIT the- seen La arid is corroborated by 

entries in Mitchell's own diary under date 
o I J mi e, IDE 

Mr. Lannue points i»ut that two Amer¬ 
ican squadrons, the 148th and the nth, 
were equipped wit Si Camels. True, hut 
hotly nl these- outfits were brigaded with 
the British and operated us part of the 
Royal Air Force. There was no choice 
for them hot to fly Camels, 

Here is what a flight commander in the 
I 181Ei thought of "Mr. Snpwilh's" Utile 
cii ditmare. It was so small that even a 
pocket-edition pilot had lo he 1 1 1Led in 
■vl ith a shoe horn, witli a petrol tank at 
liis hack, a rotary motor In bis Lap. and 
two machine guns level with his face. If 
lie :i lisj lu I gc-d n I a nd i ng or h a d a n y u nev ■ 
pectcd contact witEi the ground, the engine 
and lank came together to the great detri¬ 
ment of his kidneys, the machine guns 
slapped him in I he face, and the ground 
patted him firmly on top elf die- head. Nat¬ 
urally no one wanted to fly them, , .. 
Some men's pulses would jump 2(1 heats 
ar the mere mention of the word Carnet. 
And they were so hard to 11 y that more 
men were killed in training trying to 
master the right hand spin than ever gut 
to the front to give the young Huns tar 
get practice-, . . . 

"A Camel was so short that it would 
roll of its own ae'Cnrd, due- Lo torque, and 
naturally a rotary motor increased and 
emphasized the torque. Flying a Camd 
was just like riding a gyroscope that was 
out erf balance, 

"On our first patrol the- whole outfit 


kept getting into right h ind spins, and the 
Huns thought we were giving an exhibi¬ 
tion, The first Hun we saw Moped a cou¬ 
ple of limes to show us that he COLlId 
stunt, too"... . ("Nocturne Militaire" by 
Elliott White Springs, Doran, t92 7 i. 

As for the Camel versus the Fukkcr, the 
general (Miccbe-tl j wrote in his diary ill 
June ID]8. "The Sopwiih Camd would he 
no match for them (Fnkker*) in the kind 
of fighting we are having at Chateau 
Thierry." In the best-Seller, "War Birds", 
an anonymous author (actually I.t, Gr[. 
der i wniie uridcr August ?.", 191S, "A 
Carnet can'; tig tit a Fukkcr and tire British 
know It." 

Lanouc credits ttie Camel's maneuver- 
ability h>r Roy Brown's victory over Richt¬ 
hofen. In I A S Brown him Sell told Capt. 
Fail Findley that he did not outmancuver 
Richthofen in a dogfight hut sneaked up 
from behind, h was a mere matter uf 
Straight shooting. Neither (Richthofen 
and his intended victim) was aware of 
me .. . R ic ht bofer w a s caught cold, IE t 
was dead before Eil- had linse to recover 
from tEie fu!l shock of the surprise.,,' 
("My Fight with Richthofen" hy Roy 
Brown, Liberty Magazine, December It), 
L92 7 ). 

A pretty good summary of bow pilots 
fell about the Sop Camd is found in one 
of the popular song hits of 1918. 

Oh, Mother, put out ymar golden star. 

Your son's gone up in a sop; 

Tlie wings arc weak, die ship's ;? freak, 

SEie’s got a rickety prop. 

The motor's junk, your son is drunk. 

He's sure to take a flop- 
Oh, Mother, put out your golden star. 

Your son's gone up m a sup. 

Anyone who flew a Camel ot his own 
free will was indeed a TIGER. 

Latane Lewis 
Washington, D.C. 

Pm-iips *■« ,,,,,,,, , 

We operate a recording station on 
Babbs Island in the Ohio River. Please 
check to see it you have any other photos 
of Tigresses you could send us. 

Dan Owen. Captain 

Babbs Is, Recording Si a., Ohio 

11 V j itv rending yon tt felt, Bat heefi 

them out •>f (be tint?)', 

Jennifer Blanc. How old is she? 

Dan Reed 

San Francisco, Calif. 

A fi'cli rounded 22 ( that A ). 


Jive ones, that isJ 

The ho vs up here ole tit umber the girls 
3 ti» i Every girl already has a elate. E 
was wondering if you could get me a dale 
wtill one of tEie 'Miss Tiger' models? 

William Coffey 
University of Florida 
Gainesville, Florida 

i\oil. Brit , yon’re a hvtr. Go through 
n fi r rod eg e a flit if id. {ml out the fire p ref- 
tie.,f t^iiG and Ofk thent for afternoon Ctrh i 
dates. After a fete of these yott'fl pet 
f n ij u n among the <. realm e ■ a> id me ft their 
room mates and friends. 

i trgned) Aliss T. Oetember 

Jazz PoJL 

It is evident that someone on your 
staff needs lo learn about Modern Jazz. 

Joseph Sims, Jr. 

Detroit, Michigan 

par some great retrial to rtf on a bn I 
the fiffhtic thitlhs’, read the jazz Poft u" 
units in the next issue. 

Lost Gold Mine s . . , - ♦, * * * „ . 

Lost gold mines are always romantic 
io us who operate gold mines . . 

Then then- was the geneticist who cross¬ 
bred a Tiger witEi a Parakeet. His com¬ 
ment, 'I don’t know what to call the off¬ 
spring, bul when he talks I listen!' 

H ell ry B, H el lei 
Durango, Mexico 

There is only one living man who 
knows where ihe Peg leg is, ] here is much 
more lo the Peg leg story than has ever 
been published, and E can practically 
guarantee Mr. Ritter a reward if 

he can lead me to a point and definitely 
state "We are within 10 miles of tEie 
FYgEcg’'. 

Tltt Peg I eg was never Inst; it was just 
overlooked and I can prove it 
D. (.. Miller, Editor 
National Prospector's Gazette 

Father's Letters 

Couldn't find the name of the beautiful 
form til at graces the October issue, This 
could lead to a nervous breakdown for 
your faithful readers. 

Bob Fuse bet tn 
L-l.S. Naval Academy 
Annapolis. Md. 

hi a me is Sfrffftn Gamer. 

[continued on next fntge ] 
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S^y, you have a real magazine here. 
That December is great, hut great. Twelve 
others and my self in BOO 270 really 
went for that Marla English series. Hurry 
with the nest issue. 

2nd Lt. Glenn Israel 
Ft. Sill, Oklahoma 

Spiffs Cors 11 • i * ■ ***»■»¥■ 

Jim Willner stated that the price ni a 
Volkswagen is $1095.00 This is in excess 
of the actual price, 

ffjltry Sch W3 rfjrnl-ij.' 
Philadelphia, 3 J a. 

Tbe VW Si'ttx for SI600.130 in Chicago, 

................ Miss Tfger 

The fellows here in the cumnmmca- 
lion section have voted Jane Easton the 
'Girl We Would Most Like to Cross 
Wires With.' What a way to get electro¬ 
cuted! 

A/lC Howard L. Penwitt 
ALB, Kinross, Michigan 

Have October Miss Tiger on my wall. 

E find in your description a statement 
alluding to the fact that this gorgeous 
specimen tints an aversion, to indoor activ. 
ities. I take this statement to he mislead¬ 
ing due to the fact that right next to 
those Jong, beautiful, tantalizing legs of 
hers arc parked a pair of mens shoes. 
Please print an intimate review of events 
preceding this picture. 

Harvey Bassirc 
Farmingdalc, N.Y. 

Harvey, Phase' 

Henry Vill . 

. . . caught you in a goof! Though tie 
did dale his marriage to Anne from Jan, 
1533 hack to Nov. '52, liis divorce from 
Katherine was not granted until hi a re h, 
153.V Also, lie married Jane Seymour the 
day after Anne's exit, 

D. S. 

Seattle, Washington 

Ub. bub- 

....... . .Japanese BcrHi 

Ain willing to her five years' pay that 
not one Japanese ever Lost a har of soap 



Sports for 


in rlie tub. The custom is to sit on a small 
stool and he soaped, scrubbed and partial¬ 
ly dried off. Then come a COUpk of pails 
of cold water, Then and only then do you 
get into the tub. It's realty living! 

Your magazine is tops. Look for my 
subscription next issue. 

CpI. Roy A. McLaehbn 
Tokyo, Japan 

, . . author evidently hasn't been to Ja¬ 
pan. Excuse mistakes in this letter, as 
suffering from wild night ashore anti alter 
effects of a bath, with a lovely, cuddling 
creature. Best of hick to your mag. It's 
good. 

Baton L, Fentress, Purser 
LiSNS Fentress 
Western Pacific Area 

TIGERS . ... 

H \Vhat is a Tiger?" in the October 
issue r . . if this is the only way you 
can find of making a living . , . by writ¬ 
ing articles such as this, please cur out 
your definition of a man. 

Gregor J. Schwinghammer 
APB, Bain bridge, Ga. 

You arc striking with magnificent im¬ 
pact. 

R. W. Larsen 
W a s bington, D ,C, 

Upon buying my edition of this 
month's tiger, I immediately looked to 
sec who the pinup w.ls fur the month of 
December, After finding out who she 
was, 1 fell madly in love with her. In 
fact I'm so in Jove with her that her pic¬ 
ture is hanging by my bed at all times, 

Sgt, Thomas E. Bonner 
Ft. Benning, Ga, 

Being a new reader of your magazine, 
I think that ! I per magazine is the best 
thing that could happen to all magazine 
readers. 

Pfc. Walter T. La Rosa 
Ft. Bliss, Texas 

As ynu know, them are quite a number 
of other magazines "similar to ! iger. 
and 1 have purchased a copy of most 
of them, but there are only three that 1 
have ever bought a second copy! V our 
teejer is one ol that three. 


1 imagine, as you go along, you wilt 
receive letters from "people" who will 
try to hEast your magazine as they do 
any other frank, sincere magazine. All i 
can say is keep up the good work, ar.d 
ignore those illiterates. 

There is quite .1 demand for TIGER on 
this ship. They roar for first chance to 
read my copy. (After I paw through it 
first, of course!) 

Jimmy E, Thompson 
U.S-5- MAT A CO 

Just wMf.it (l.i t/ianft ynu for tiffing our 
orders for copies of the first two Issues of 
tiger. From here it looks like you have a 
real hit magazine. Tire due-thing wrong, 
you're bi-monthly. How about turning 
into a monthly? 

Here's hoping and again, thanks lots. 

Harold R. Reynolds 
Akron, Ohio 

I'm a G.I. in Korea. It s grand to locate 
a magazine like the TIGER for it's outstand¬ 
ing in every respect. 

y (lu sec this place is bounded on the 
Fast by Japanese fishing boats, on the 
West by the Yellow sea, on the South by 
revolt, and on the North by utter con¬ 
fusion. It is divided by a hypothetical 
parallel which circumscribes the earth, 
depending on whkti side you plant your 
rice paddy. 

In the summer there are millions of 
sticky antagonistic Hies, countless and ap¬ 
parently naked children, all with running 
noses. TEie plumbing defies Newton's pet 
theory and the housing conditions art 
aggravated by birthrate competitive to 
crocodile's digestive system And it is 
consumed with a tone likened to that of 
an inebriated hairlip sucking hut spaghetti 
from a soup bowl. 

This is the only country in die world 
w-here the germ can be seen wfith the 
naked eye, 

Sm you can see why we appreciate a 
truly great magazine like tegeH. so keep 
up the good work and write a few stories 
( ir, "She Tigers." I'll see to it that nc.rit 
is in the "Company Dayroqm" each 
month. 

Robert B. Evans, CpI. 

Hqs. Co, 304th Sig. Bn. OPR) 

APO 301, San Francisco. Calif, 


Snowbound Lovers Issue . .m 


r lArrfi is the FOURTH tec, lid and begins our second year, for 
it was just over one year ago that tiger became an idea. From 
that bleak day in October when we sat down in an office on the 
21st floor nf a Chicago skyscraper until today, absolutely no one 
could have foretold the great problems and anguish which 
would arise before TIGER took hold. First we had the problem 
of a format ... a style so new and unique that a reader would 
never have to compare with us any Other magazine. 1 his wt are 
Still working o-n, for tiger will change just as lis readers change. 
Second was the problem of our competition, for regardless of 
what business you arc in, you do have competition. Oor.s was 
good and well entrenched. But since we did not buy our com¬ 
petitors magazines after the first few issues (since we quire 


frankly did not enjoy them), we felt that there may he others 
of the same feeling and outlook. Thus was tiger m m. i serve 
a need for \sood healthy reading matter . . . n.-r smut 1 

sophisticated feminine material . , . hut a well-rounder 
zine of everything a tridv would want, 

fn these few- issues we have picked Lip a liar;, core oi 
readers. Not will o' the wisps, not disloyal ’customers, hut 
hard core friends who we know are helping us am, w k"!ii w e 
will not disappoint editorially. We have also picked up a K* 
new staff members and contributors, one of the outstanding 
being Jim Booestell, whose cartoons and humor are matured 

in this issue. , 

So if you think as we do, let us know. Stand up with us. 
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for men of destiny 


* 4 * 



3 Tiie Tiger's Roar Feature 


& Hips Asway .-., * * *, ...... . Robert E. Pike 

a The Jewel .,.......... J. F. Peirce 

10 N]GHT WATCH OF BF.NSON, G. O. C. , , . . , Peter Abbott 


12 Tiger or the Past—Gen. G. S. Patton George Fox,. Jr. 

15 The Attack .. Jack Ehermenn 

20 How TO Make OUT AT A SK.1 RESORT.. Feature 


32 SKt Fashions ....Fesfuie 

27 Father's Letter to His Son .... Fe^ure 

3i Se’Okts Cars ....... Jon Draco 

3? Dr. Johnson on Conjugal Fidelity ... Non-Fiction 
40 Foreign Jazz Stars ............... Hank Lawrence 


44 Colt Revolver .. Baron F, K, E, von Oppen 

46 Saturday Night at Cattle Cross .... Sidney Field 


49 Rawhide Gazette .Humor 

so Tiger’s Den ................. Humor 


52 How Big Business Operates .... Satire 

5£. Classic Tiger—Benvenuto Cellini . Historical 

59 Recommended Records ..Feature 

63 Books for Men . .. . Feature 



Every Man A Tiger 


Vol. II, No. I 


Edita-' ond PuhHshor 

GEORGE FOX. JR. 

Art Director 

* MIKE NORWIN 

Awtfunt Ev'ifD- 

©. J. CALDWELL 


Tiqer is published bi-monthly by ft-ryn urd Publications Corpor-n-tion, b24 S. Michigan 
Avenue, Chicago 5. Itlinois. Mnnuicripli may Inc sent to above address. Postage mibl 
accompany all ntatori.il submitted and n« responsibility can bo assumed tor unsolicited 
material. Drawings nnd photos miist bp original, Re-prints nf any material not ac¬ 
cepted, Application tor second mailing privilege is ponding at Chicago. Illinois- 

All contents copyrighted 15S7 by Reynard Publications Corporation, No reprinting tf 
material contained heroin with nut written permission of tire publisher. 

Subscrsplina rales: U.K. smd. possessions and Canada, 55.0ft per yoor, 12 issues, Foreign 
$10.00 per your, 12 issues,. Printed in U.S.A, 

Credits: Cover, Mike Norwin, Ed Etelongj pp. 14-15, Wide World; pp, 27-32. Russ 
Moyer. Globe; pp. 36-3fl. F. A. AmetfutlO, K. Wherry; pp. 4f)-42. Robert Parent, Wide 
World; pp. 52-55, Earl Leaf. 


tiger 


5 
















Her nose may enlarge, 
hni the metaphysical 
will always remain. 



her breasts may lengthen, 
beauty of this feature 


T 

eje: [.AST published number of the 
Brittain fie ft ns tit rtf Stiftitifujue ft Phi- 
lofopbiqtfe fie Paris contains a unique 
contribution to the psychological aod 
aesthetic sciences, in fhc shape of a paper 
recently read before that learned body by 
an honorary member, M. Emile La Ibne, 
of the (Sch arrondfSsement. 

In this remarkable study he exposes his 
conclusions and formulae for an entirely 
new science which he has been remorse¬ 
lessly investigating and perfecting tut 
mote titan twenty years, and in which he 
has tentatively given the significant name. 
"Pygolngy." 

At the beginning of bis paper, winch 
was Lhc only one read at the last seance 
of the l a*that. M, Lcl Pine frankly admits 
that Jiv Jlrst became interested in pygolngy 
after three d life rent wives (he lias long 
been a widower) whom he had trusted 
implicitly; had betrayed him. 

Thus convinced that the face is no 
criterion of female character, the disillu¬ 
sioned scientist sought for some other 
method by which one may analyze and 
comprehend the essence, the soul, that 
Ices within, or behind, the fleshly envelope. 
His test* show that a pygoiogist can read 
and analyze a woman’s c haracter with an 
amazing degree of accuracy. 

An expert in this science docs not, of 
course, eve u look at the lady’s face, "Turn 
around, madam. ' is the first thing be says 
to her. and straightway he begins U> 
study those most beautiful and appetiz¬ 
ing appendages," as Aft. La Pine affec¬ 
tionately calls them. 

Omitting Ids scientific graphs and for¬ 
mulae, l quote a little at random from 
M. La Pine's inreresting paper: 

"What we comm only call the most 
ridiculous part of rhe human body, is in 
reality the most noble, The object in 
question appears in alt its plenitude only 
in the human being, to whom it assures 


that upright position that marks his supe¬ 
riority, Even in Lhe anthropoid apes, it 
does not exist. Compare those poor 
skinned tilings that disgrace the female 
monkey, otherwise a charming creature, 
with the satiny gloves that are the ap¬ 
panage of woman, and you will perceive 
that the superiority of the latter lies in a 
certain graceful curve, 

"It is even that, allow rue to say so in 
passing, which makes me believe in the 
superiority of women over man. More 
than laughter, gentlemen, this plump 
ornament is the peculiar property of Man¬ 
kind. 

l \ . , Let us consider the matter also 
from an aesthetic point of view. It is its 
Symmetry alone that makes the human 
hody beautiful. Now, a woman's body 
achieves that perfect symmetry only in 
that fine place, which I propose to your 
unmixed admiration. We all have one 
shoulder higher than the Other, one leg 
stronger, one eye larger, one breast more 
or less developed than the Other according 
to which arm we use the most. Only the 
two orbs in question achieve, in the female 
burly, this perfect harmony. 

"That there may he something disagree¬ 
able about them, I do not attempt to deny, 
but they hide it in their most secret crease, 
with a discretion thar other organs would 
do well to imitate, l think of the nose, ir>t 
example, which for my part, I! find inde¬ 
cent with Its mucous, its running, its hairs. 

", . . Even from the metaphysical point 
of view, we must phrase those glorious 
curves. They are the most constant part 
of the human body. There are many 
homely faces, and so many vulgar hands; 
but there is no woman, no matter how 
ungraceful she may be, who is not beau¬ 
tiful there, 

r T>f all the beauties of a woman, it is 
the last to disappear; the breasts last only 
the space of a morning, the face is im¬ 


mediately marked with lines. The hack 
indeed conies dost to perfect and lasting 
beauty, so that we find it the ornament of 
drawing-rooms, but the back itself is the 
prey of time; the vertebrae are not pretty 
at all, and a back quickly Joses that purity 
of line that forms its beauty, and takes on 
pitiful curves. While that which termin¬ 
ates it as a heavy fruit terminates a 
branch, is, on the contrary, of an unfading 
beauty. 

"Observe, moreover, that it is not only 
the shape of these globes, but their very 
substance, that is the least perishable thing 
in the human body. Get cold in your hack, 
and you get tuberculosis; the breasts are 
gnawed by cancer; but these twin orbs 
remain untouched by the ravages of sick¬ 
ness, 

"Let us therefore have the courage to 
sav, gentlemen, that nothing can give us 
so clear an idea of beauty and of eternity 
as those sumptuous allurements . , . 

The pygoing!cal pioneer asserts that at 
least nine times out of ten, be the lady as 
slim as a trout, or as voluptuously iur- 
nished as ail angel of Raphael, he can 
tdl you her disposition to a T. A certain 
shape betrays a mystic soul as surely .as 
another signifies frivolity. In short, these 
kallipygian beauties have no secrets from 
an adept in the new science. 

At Lite round-table discussion that fol¬ 
lowed the reading of M. La Pines stimu¬ 
lating paper, a venerable member of the 
Ins tit ML a certain Monsieur Q, who had 
listened to the reading with close atten¬ 
tion, ventured to ask the speaker why he 
had never once mentioned the object in 
question by its name, 

The question made die honorary mem¬ 
ber, a gentleman of delicate sensibilities, 
blush. 

"Docs a well-mannered lover ever will¬ 
ingly utter the name of his mistress?" lie 
replied. "Does a believer take the name of 

f i g e r 
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by Robert E. Pike 







the Lord in vain? Let us think of it, sir, 
always; but let us never name it." 

To this reply. Monsieur Q retorted, 
"But it must have a name which we can 
use in speaking of its delightful sways 
. . . of its palpitating and beckoning 
gestures which are the first sights of the 
marvelous first night. To (cl it go without 
any reference is„ as you say, to treat it as a 
mistress or, as you also say, to take the 
name of the Lord in vain. But does not 
even, our Lord have the pseudonym of 
Jehovah?" 

"Of course," replied M. La Pint. 

"Then," countered Monsieur Q, "let 
us take a name for that part which yields 
the fruits of man's Joins , „ , which 
harvests the fruit of each generation . „ , 
which goads man into the depths of 
despair and brings hint to the heights of 
glory." 

"But what name would you take," 
replied M. La Pine, obviously lost as to 
any reference which may Lie used in 
mixed company, since the true name of 
the appendage has always been nf a 
mysferrous ch a r a clc r. 

"Do you think wc should call them 
'globes of desire' or 'huh e.t of virtue 
. , r or even perhaps, dips of laveUm'Sf'T' 

"Degrading!" rasped Monsieur Q. 

'"Then," questioned M. La Pine, throw¬ 
ing up his hands in despair, "w r hat wifi 
I*. Lie named?" 

"There is only one thing a man wants 
of a woman, and contrary to whatever 
else he may claim lie w a tits, this particular 
item is all he desires, for with it lie has 
conquered her, subdued her, taken 
her. . ." 

"And the name of this precious tiling?" 
whispered M. La Pine in great anticipa¬ 
tion. 

"Her soul, of course," replied Monsieur 

Q 

"Her soul?" queried M. La Pine. ""But 
why her soul?" 

f i I e r 



"My friend," Continued Monsieur Q. 
"did we not decide that this particular 
part of flic form does not change with 
the years . . , that it remains steadfast 
while breasts may lengthen, that it re¬ 
mains true while noses may enlarge?" 

'"Yes," commented M. La Pine. 

"Then, good friend," finalized Mon¬ 
sieur Q, "it can only be her soil], for of all 
tbe characteristics of a woman, only her 
soul remains true and faithful, regard¬ 
less of years/’ 

"Why of course!" exclaimed M. La 
Pine, "and this part, being of the same 
dura hie matter, its simply her soul in 
physical form! Voila! it is solved’ The 


judgement of every creature shall be de¬ 
li ned by her soul, and unclothed, her soul 
is her Soul!" 

"All. Qui/ ! ' sighed Monsieur Q. "For as 
a woman named Stein once said, 'A rase 
is a rose is a rose/ Me me cho.se." d* 
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Nina began to move slowly, grace¬ 
fully, turning upon herself 
becoming first fallen then 
shorten stretching and rearing 9 
advancing with lust » . , 








T wasn't at all happy to 5CC Jud when 

he walked up to us at the bar. Hal and 
] hadn't seen laim fnj years, and neither 
of us said any tiling. 

He grinned sort of crooked., put ring 
on the charm. 

"Mind if ] join you two?” 

With that lit slipped up.on the bar 
sLi*i)l ncM to me., and there wju nothing 

(0 do hot int hide hiJll in whatever we 

might salvage of the conversation, 

Jud had a I w ays. been the kind of 'gen¬ 
tleman' who condescends to pass tine time 
with tine Luis until something interesting 
in a skint comes along, Then he does his 
best to make every man in the room look 

tike a slob. 

Pscudrss, like him had never warmed j 
good beer with Hal or myself, and I was 
• cad', to Jmish off mine arid leave, when 
Hal put out a teaser. 

"Why don’t you tel! Jud alumt that 
strange 'house' you visited in Paris dur¬ 
ing the war . . ." he S.lid. 

3 had writ ten him from France at the 
rime. J regretted that indiscretion now. 

". . . He might he interested," Hal con¬ 
tinued. "I understand lie's quite a collector 
of such tales." 

1 glanced at ItuIl there was no question 
about ir f he w as definitely ink-jested. 

"I’d rather not." 3 protested. "It's more 
a club titan a regular house, l was taken 
i he re hy -i Iriend, asked not Ln mention 
it.'" 

"Be a sport,’ Hal said. 


I continued to protest* but neither of 
them would let me off the hook 

"Okay, okay;" T Said at last. ' hut re¬ 
member, you asked for it 
"Come on," Jud said Impatiently, ’"get 
on with it!" 


"Well, this was like no other brothel 
I'd ever seen. You know what the typical 
better place is like the massive double 
doors, the dark paneling, the fluted col¬ 
umns, rlie heavy gilt mirrors beginning 
Ln craac, the plush divans and huge ui to¬ 
mans with girls sprawled in puses ur bore¬ 
dom or indifference, dressed m negligees 
or evening gowns, depending on the place, 
hut the .wiiti-Miiiiu-iu always primly 
erect, the picture of respectability in a 
tight fitting dress, high collar, and long, 
full sleeve, 1 ; ..." 

I warmed quickly to my topic. h s the 
type of thing 1 often do to get in the 
mood of a talc. 

Ironically, Jud was ]nuking at me w ith 
respect for the first time. I was now ,i 
man of the world and worth knowing. 
It was all I could do to keep from 
laughing, 


. . 'I‘he place to v, hkh my friend 
rue;' I continued, "is n chateau set 
formal garden on the ouiskhts of 
s. \V« were attired in evening clothes 
he occasion and were met at the door 
i butler, who took oui wraps, then 
;ed us ro a drawing room straight 
of the eighteen til century. 











by J. F„ Peirce 


"There were thirteen men already pres- 
vnr, ,iTid though no introductions were 
made, I recognized most of them -writ¬ 
ers, musicians, painters, politicians- -nil 
important men whose mimes you would 
recognize hut w >uld:n believe if I were 
to tell you. 

'After we had h-een there perhaps 
twenty minutes, at most, half an hour, 
a hell sounded, summoning us to dinner/' 
"Dinner?' Jud repeated, not sure he 
had heard correctly, 

"Yes, 1 told you it was different from 
the sort of place you’re used to . . ." 

Hal looked knowingly at me, and or¬ 
dered another round of drinks. 

. . The table was set for thirty, and 
already seated about it were id teen 
women, each of a different nationality, 
a different creed, a different shade of 
color. Nor was that all, Tor they ranged 
ill size, from a liny Siamese woman nt 
approximately four feci to a Lowering 
Watusi well over eight - fceL sis inches 
all; in age, from a girl of twelve, an Un¬ 
touchable from India, to a regal-looking 
Polish countess well over eighty; in shape, 
friti n the boy is! slimness of an English 
girl to the vc 1 1 Uptons ness of an Egyptian 
woman; and in appearance, from the deli- 
care, exotic beauty of a fihintse maiden 
to the Indescribable ugliness of the giant 
Negress -ugliness so pronounced as to be 
impressive," 1 Could SCe at a glance that 
she was the most sought after woman in 
the room, 


"On entering, we had formed a line 
and begun in circle about the table. From 
somewhere came hidden music, Debussy‘s 
L' dpt ft Midi d rill Faittt. And in effect, we 
played musical chairs for the woman wrf 
were behind when the music stopped was 
to be our partner for the evening- -and 5 
the element of chance gave added spijg t$ 
the moment., 

"One could tell which woman each nan 
was interested in, As he appruache-d 1 t - 
Fie would .slow down, and once passed, 
speed up again, i hat's how 3 knew- that 
so many of them desired the Negre.si;. 

“Then, in mid-note, she music stopped. 

I had been most fortunate, My comp.ioinn 
was an Italian girl named Nina. She had^ 
an tJicpuisjt-e olive complexion and king 
raven hair that was drawn hack in a bun 
at the base of her neck. She was extra 
ordinarily beautiful, and tier Ji-- 
magnificent. I learned later that sire had. 
done post-doctoral work at the SCjJp^tiie 
and that she spoke live languages fluently, 
one of them English. 

"As I sat down, I discovered that he 
Negress was seated directly opposite. She 
stared at me boldly and smiled, rev: . S o, 
teeth which had been riled to sharp 
points." 

I continued describing the room, its 
paneled walls, each panel painted with an 
erotic design, the whole, running the ga¬ 
mut of sev perversion, a veritable educa¬ 
tion in the art of love The panels were 
attributed to Fragonard, and it was said 


v 


rh.it he had done them on commission for 
More. Du Barry. Certainly one woman 
in each panel bore her a striking resem¬ 
blance. 

Having moved jud with a description 
[i - the- panels, I set about torturing him 
with . description of the tables; the spot- 
. (s s i n eru t h e p.D I ished I vc r, t he sp a rkJ i ng 
crvstal. In loving detail I conjured up tin¬ 
men j. dwelling on the more fabulous 
French delicacies that turn the average 
American stomach. I succeeded with Jud 
on the c.df's head complete with eyes, 

] followed witFi lire liqueurs, concern 
rralifig on absinthe, Ltie one drink I know 
very much about. 

’ Absinthe," I Said knowingly, "can no 
onger be sold legal I- in France, hut at 
nines (me- can obtain i: at 5-Uch private 
clubs. It is a potent drink and has it 
■ grwnyth color and a strong licorice sitste. 
It (on La ins wormwood, and its c cress ivc 
use leads to nervous derangement. Oscar 
Wil.dc drank it because it was i.Fic favorite 
drink (if Baudelaire, whom he- admired, 
and in one of his books he describes iss 
effect ..." 

„ Jud started to protest, then shrugged 
in resignation, and I continued. 

" . . After the first glass of absinthe 
you see tilings as you wish they were. 
Afier the Second you see them as they are 
not. Finally you see tilings as they really 
are. and that is the- most horrible thing in 
the world. 

{ co iifiitned o n page 26 } 
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Site truied fr hiss from her ftps 
anil from that moment die 
wealthy hanker dreamed oj no 
other. But it tvas a dangerous 
game. 


The Night Watch 


r 

I Hti night WAS dear, good for view¬ 
ing Besides, it was unseasonably warm, 
3" rum the rooftop hideaway Bernard 
watched iiis wife's shadow move across 
the lawn, the it contemplated t I ier velvet 
darkness when Lite yellow square of tight 
vanished. Laura had gone to bed. 

Slowly. precisely, be stood up jmd 
streiched, wiped his glasses with .1 slip of 
lens tissue, lighted .1 cigaret and exhaled 
slowly Von can hardly taste the smoke 
when it's dark, he thought. Still, it was 
relaxing. Since the next scheduled llighl 
tame over at It 56 he wouldn't have to 
call in ftjr half an hour. He finished the 
cigaret, looked nut across the night sky 
above Center City, then ground out the 
figa ret under foot and stepped hack to bis 
telescope. 


Quickly lie readjusted it, slipped nn a 
new lens and swung the barrel, like a 
mac bine gun, bringing it tci hear upon 
Something on the far si tie of town. 

In liis viewer, j distant square of light 
shimmered a trille with heat waves Ber¬ 
nard frowned. He slowly turned the 
focusing knob with nervous tin gets, tint! I 
the Window of Miss Amity Temple's bed¬ 
room snapped into sharp view. 

A clamminess broke out on his fore¬ 
head, He felt himself hreatiling heavily, 
and lie thought about hi.s heart condition, 
Involuntarily he jiggled the eyepiece. Miss 
Temple's window trembled nervously, 
then sLeadied down. Bernard held his 
breath a long time. 

Finally exhaling, he pulled his watch 
from a vest pocket and snapped open the 


lid. !t was a. tine Sw iss watch, given him 
by his fellow workers on his -hth anni¬ 
versary at the Stan.- Bank. Miss Temple, 
in fact, had presented it to him, with a 
warm, moist kiss. Miss Temple was a 
red-haired cashier, She worked in the front 
cage, next to his desk, lie knew hei phys¬ 
ical assets by heart. He'd checked them 
daily for six months, ever since she'd come 
to work at the bank. 

The time was now precisely 
Anxiously Bernard lifted his watch to his 
ear and listened, ft ticked merrily, with a 
beat only slightly faster than bis heart. 
13e pun away ibe watch and returned to 
the telescope. 

Tliis was the moment, now, Miss Tem¬ 
ple regularly went to Iter room ai L1: SO, 
snapped on the light, then left, probably 
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pf Bernard Benson, G.O.C. 


by Refer Abbot! 


for chc bathroom, F.xaetly 1 2 minutes 
later she would reap]sear, cross to (he 
window Li j raise it a trifle, then stand 
there a moment, breathing deeply the 
fresh night air, shoulders bach, head high. 

Bet ween the brandies of jl giant elan 
tree, Bernard watched the ritual nig fitly, 
between airplanes. It stirred some for¬ 
gotten emotion, some tiling warm, carefree, 
h lasted until the girl snapped off the light 
and Bernard was again alone with the (ly- 
ways. 

Miss Temple appeared on schedule, 
stepped to the window and raised it, stood 
inhaling die night air. In his telescope, 
she stood close enough for Bernard to 
reach out and touch her, a lovely, warm 
body outlined against (he Enright rose pat¬ 
tern of ihe paper cm the far wall of her 


room. He could even make out the face of 
the Big Ren clock on her dresser. It said 
] L: 2“■—fifteen minutes stow, Bernard 
noted, frowning. Then suddenly the light 
went out, Bernard cursed. The dock had 
so distracted his attention fie had not prop- 
erly observed Miss Temple, 

AT 12:1} a.m. Bernard Benson, vice 
president of the Center City State- Rank, 
climbed down the ladder and went to bed, 
Elis supper forgotten. 

He tried to slip into bed quietly, without 
disturbing his wife, hut Laura's snoring 
ended suddenly on a sucking note. She sat 
up. 

'Is lltal Vtm, Bernard?" 

"And whom did you expect, my dear?" 

Laura lay down again, pulling (be blan¬ 


ket tightly under hci chin. "You know," 
she said, "people are starting to Lit Ik, Ber¬ 
nard." 

"Wliiit about?" A shimmer of guilt 
played through Ids mind as he thought of 
Miss Temple, 

"Spending all rhat time up on the root 
like some crazy foot. They say we're not 
getting along." 

Bernard relaxed. He reached out and 
squeezed [.aura's hand, "Ridiculousl" he 
said. 

But, Bernard left a sudden cnld resent¬ 
ment. He turned over and dug his face 
into the cool, white pillow and tried to 
recall ibe emotion lie had experienced at 
the telescope, watching Miss Temple. And 
{.contimirti on page Ei.t} 
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TIGER OF THE PAST 


He called the Red colonel a son-of-u-hitch 
and prepared ttt drive his point home 
with armor, but then fi trick of fate cost 
America her finest example of a TIGER. 



George S. Patton, Jr. 



Bui the training fie w :ls undergoing was 
onJy a prelude to what Patton himself 
cn. [J ed, 'my destiny.’ And he worked tor 
Jus future without benefit of political kow¬ 
towing. As he wrote to bis wife, while E-n 
a World War fl hospital with an infected 
lip, 'After all the ass-kissing J have to do, 
no wond er my I ips get so re. 

But Pattern was more than a superior 
officer and competitor. He was a bloody 
maniac in battle with but one mission — 
kill the enemy, crush him, annihilate him. 

In the 1st World War tie was again 
under the command of Pershing, and since 
he had the responsibility of the newly 
organized Tank Corps, lie protected his 
wards even though it might have meant 
his own death. On one mission in the 
early days of the Argonnc, lie directed 
his tanks — whale rm foot. His observations 
\t‘ant'sfuu>d on /Mge I 5} 


T 

L Mi' time was 1916 anil the place Las 
Cienegas, Mexico. A tall, gaunt 2nd hem 
ic-nant serving under General Black Jack 
Pershing with the Mexican Punitive Ex¬ 
pedition was escorting a civilian inter¬ 
preter to a Mexican ranefi house when 
suddenly the gates of the wall around the 
ranch .swung open and three screaming 
horsemen emerged, their pistols firing 
wi MI y, 

The young officer dropped to the 
ground, whipping out his service revolver 
in the process, and squeezed off three 
shots. Two of the horsemen dropped in 
their tracks, while the third wheeled hin 
mount about and dashed back to the 
safety of the walls, 

Thus two of Panebo Villa’s three per¬ 
sonal bodyguards were killed hy the green 
ind hitherto untried George b. Patton. 

In later years soldiers serving under him 
would wonder why lie kept bis pistol 
strapped to his knee, western fashion. The 
reason was simple: Patron was acknowl¬ 
edged as Lhc finest pistol shot in the LLS. 
Army. He wrote the pistol regulations for 
flic corps and in the Olympics of I? 12 
placed 4th in the Military Pentathlon, 

The Swedes who shot against him that 
memorable day swear that he fired a shot 
that went through a bulls-eye in the exact 
same spot as the shot before — a feat never 
equaled since. 

Besides pistol firing, Patron was 1st in 
fencing, conquering the champion of the 
French Army, ad in cross-country riding, 
and Sd in cross-country running. 

No U.S, Army officer has since 
ibese feats, 
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L+: Tvio 3ref Armored ljiviiion men edvnntc under 
enemy fire in Mor^ L? Ban, Belgium. 

Far left and detaw: German priionen taken in 
tem 1 hern Franco and in Ciiterne, Italy- 
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from prfge 3 2} 

bad been hampered by a machine gun nest 
which had pinned him dawn. To send 
tanks into an area without knowing the 
strength of the positions behind the M.G. 
nest was out of tiie question. Instantly, 
Patton charged the nest with his runner. 
The Bocbc slugs tore into his waist and 
lie fell severely wounded. For him most 
or the Jater fighting was over, hut not hit; 
ability to plan. 

A direct result of such forward obser¬ 
vations vviis the Patton Technique of Ar¬ 
mored Warfare, winch had a basic pre¬ 
mise: Heavy concentrations of tanks 
along a narrow front — complete break¬ 
through — maximum killing of enemy 
troops ^-minimum taking of territory. 
Said he in his diary of July, 195-3, ’Only 
killing slaps good troops. Defenses sap 
the vitality of those who build them,’ He 
was thoroughly convinced that defensive 
warfare was equivalent to suicide. He 
continues, 'I feel that the future students 
of the Command and General Stab School 
will study the campaign of Salerno as a 
classic example of the use of tanks. I held 
them hack far enough so that the enemy 


could nof tell where they were m he used; 
then when the infantry had found the 
hole, the tanks went through in large 
numbers and fast."' 

In consequence to other field generals, 
it is a fitting tribute to Patton that his 
commands killed more Krauts, suffered 
fewer casualties and conquered more ter¬ 
ritory than any like army, 

Again, in his feelings about Russians, 
whom lie held in personal contempt, but 
professional admiration, he states, ’l have 
never seen in any army, at anytime includ¬ 
ing the German Imperial Army of I9E2. 
as severe discipline as exists in the Rus¬ 
sian Army. The officers, with few ex¬ 
ceptions, give the appearance of recently 
civilised Mongolian bandits.’ 

A short time later this opinion was 
borne out when a Red Army private came 
into the American area to have a good 
time, At 3d Army HQ a Red officer was 
present when the drunken private was 
pulled in and charged with rape and 
arson. The Red Army officer turned to 
the Yank MP saying. You don't like tEiis 
man. do you?’ 'Hell, nof was the reply. 
Answered the Russian, '^either do we' 


and he promptly pulled out his pistol and 
shot the private through the head, Such 
was Red Army discipline, 

Again, on May 2(Hh of ip f5 he spoke 
his mind when invited to drink with a Red 
Army Colonel. "Tell the Russian son-of-a- 
bitch that the way they're acting they're 
considered enemies. I don't care to drink 
with bint—I’d rather cut his throat!" 

Or] more than one occasion, G2 pleaded 
with him to shut up before they'd have to 
fight the war all over again. 

Rut, outside of the Russians, Patton's 
greatest fear was the State of mind engen¬ 
dered by the success of the A-Bomb. The 
use of the atomic bomb against japan was 
most unfortunate because it now gives a 
lot of vocal but ill-informed people— 
mostly fascists, communists and s.o.b.'s 
assorted — an opportunity to state that the 
army, navy and air force are no longer 
necessary, as this bomb will prevent war 
or destroy the human race, lr is simply 
as I have often written, a new instrument 
added to the orchestra of death, which 
is war. 

'As long as there arc men, there will 
he war*" + 



Right: Patter with General Eisenhower, then Supreme Commander, 

Below: Patton with U. Gol. Lyle &. Bernard. C.O., 30th Infantry Regi¬ 
ment of the 3rd Division, on the outskirts af Messina, Sicily. 

American Infantryman killed by enemy mertar fire in the Italian cam¬ 
paign still clutches his hRn and face* farwarj. 
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June 27. 1943 
Subject: Order □! the Day 
From: Oen. O* $. Patton, Com¬ 

manding 

To: Officers and Warrant Offi¬ 

cers, 45th Division 



Lt, George 5, Patton, per¬ 
sonal aide to Gen. John J. 
Pershing In Mfrilea, 1914. 




You men of die 45th Division must face the fact that 
you are competing with veterans, but don't let that worry 
you. Ail uf them, too, fought their iirst buttle, and all of 
them won their first battle just as you will win yours. 

Battle is far less frightening than those who have never 
been in it are apt to think. All this bull about thinking of 
your mother* and your sw eetheart, and your wives is em¬ 
phasized by writers who dvsi'Hbc battles. 

Battle is the most magnificent competition in which a 
human being can indulge. It brings out all that is best; it 
removes all that is base. 

All men are afraid in battle. The coward is the one who 
Jets his feat overcome his sense of duty. Duty is the es¬ 
sence of manhood. 

Remember that [he enemy is just as frightened as you 
are, probably more so. Further, remember that in fist fights 
or in battle the attacker wins. You cannot win hy parry¬ 
ing. Vet the enemy must parry. 

General C L. bcott, who is a very small man, said, "By 
Clod, I could lick joe Louis if he wasn’t permitted to at¬ 
tack me]' 1 

Death in battle is a function of time and effective hos¬ 
tile fire. You reduce the hostile fire by your lire. You re¬ 
duce die time by rapid movement. When you come into n 
lire-swept zone, it is foolish and contrary to orders to dig 
in. Move forward out of it, 

If you don't sec the enemy, figure out where he would 
lie and shoot at that, but keep shooting and aim your shots. 
In case of doubt, shoot in front of where you think he is, 
J he whistle of a ricochet or the effect of being hit by one 
is very alarming, while an over is hardly ever heard. 

’] he enemy is afraid of the bayonet. Me is also physically 
inferior to us. Therefore go after him with the bayonet, 
and set that the bayonet is sharp. When you land, land 
with your bayonets fixed. 

You have heard a lot about mines. You can move for¬ 
ward through a mine field. All you have to do is to look 
at the ground. If you sec a place where it has been re¬ 
cently moved hy shovel, don't step on it. If you sec vires, 
step over them. Furthermore, [here are not enough mines 
in the universe to cover everything, therefore, they arc 
placed in positions where foolish soldiers arc apt to walk. 
If you move where the going is hard or over rocky ground, 
you will not meet mines. 

U is unnecessary at this point to talk about discipline 
because what I have seen of you makes me know that you 
possess it. But, there is another thing which an officer must 
possess which he alone knows. That is the feeling of obli¬ 
gation, You have n sacred trust in your men and to your 
country, and you are lower than the lowest thing (hat lives 
if you are false to this rrust. An officer, no matter what his 
rank, must always he willing and anxious to take the 
chances his men must take. He must lead, not push, and he 
must assert himself. He must not whisper his commands. 
Me must give them as per the drill hook. This business of 
saying, "Come on fellows, let's go" is not a command. U 
is [lie tidk of the mob leader. Lise the word "Forward." 
Use the words, "Follow me." The men will go forward 
and follow you, and will he proud of you, and you will be 
proud of yourself, 

Pride is the greatest thing a man can have. Not foolish 
pride as hi the man who says, "'1 have on gold bars, there¬ 
fore I am a great man," but the pride which says, "I have 
on gold bars and therefore 1 have done my duty. I have led 
my meit, f have seen that they were cared for. 1 have seen 
that we have destroyed the enemy together," 
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“Why eau't we just take 


it easy for once ? W hy must we always end our eve 
nings with a bail"?” 
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by Jack 


Ebermann 



r;i>rnn ASTAnnA is :i prosperous and 
peaceful realm/' said Captain Duu, 
looking around at eJit countryside. We 
were picnicking tut :t hilltop overlooking 
broad meadows where the herds of the 
local farmers were pastured. In the dis¬ 
tance we could see plainly the towers of 
Gynopolis shining in the summer sunlight. 
Our parly included rlie Captain, Akin 
Furin<iso, Cimon, Juven, and myself, with 
our guide, the priestess Staiilia,. the 
teacher Chachama, am 1 ' four lasses from 
die University 

"But what have you in llie way of an 
army?" ashed Captain Dove, "Since the 
women rule in Astartia, do they also 
fight?" 

‘"Indeed we do have an army, and it 
is composed of women," said Slat ilia. 


All pardon. Lady StutMia," grinned 
Chachama, "but were you not a priestess, 
l would .say you were a wicked old 
w onue n."' 

"And how could that he, unless E was 
.sometime a wicked jpttnjf woman? 1 " the 
priestess replied. "In your infatuation 
with youth, don't forget that you are not 
the first generation to have so enjoyed //. 
nor the millionth,. I was not always a 
priestess, and at one time my hair was 
another color than white." 

"What fashion of war is that?" asked 
C'intrm, obviously feeling himself left out 
of the conversation, "To have an army, 
even an army of women, to train them, 
and then not to use them, Tell rue, ii your 
soldiers do not kill, what is to prevent 
barbarians from looting your cities," 






JJ ho would mount the Border Guards? 



And ivhut horrible strange weapons did 
they use to annihilate the enemy? 


"Do you think that they have not 
tried it,'" Stall Ej a asked. "One hundred 
vago ,i certain king named Ulf united 
LEit' Grobiniis under Iris rufc- and invaded 
our provinces* intent on seizing our Hocks 
and our gold, However, his troops were 
engaged by our Mounted Border Guard, 
and ere Jong the Grohians withdrew to 
their own lands," 

"'Wit(lout being defeated in loa 11 ic-- 
remarked Captain Dove. "When sort of 
soldiers clt] you have, who can repulse 
such war loving brutes as we found the 
men of Grabs to he. without killing 
them? 1 ' 

"This is the manner of righting of nur 
soldiers," replied ht a tithe "An invading 
force is first sighted by a troop of the 
Mounted Border Guard, They send one 
of Lhcii’ number to the nearest semaphore, 
so that the news may he telegraphed to 
the rest of the Matriarchy. The Either 
Guards rush to intercept the invaders 
and do battle with them," 

"To battle, and yet no kill?” .said the 
Captain. 

"Hate you evet served as a soldier in 
your homeland, Cimon?" she asked. 

{conShuird on fwgff Tl ] 
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HOW TO MAKE OUT AT A 
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The travel folders forget to mention 
one item in their advertising — the great 
hunger of the prim city girl looking for 
an Outlet. 

The high pregnancy iace of ski lodge 
inmates has caused some resorts embar¬ 
rassment. but they are fast becoming con¬ 
ditioned to tbe fact that the skiiers have 
reached that point of social maturity 
where nothing can he done to change the 
existing situation. 

Thus, they have rolled with the punch 
with "planned" entertainment, hut as the 
midnight soirees in the chalets continue 
unabated, to the great delight of the social 
worker ’out foi a holiday’— rhe prim 
school marm 'assay for a weekend' -and 
the devouring white collar worker 'away 
from his desk for a few days.' 

TO SUCCEED in a ski lodge, two 
things are necessary. One. an ability to 
ski. (Jfs still necessary to be able to as¬ 
sist the beautiful girls who cannot, phis a 
deadly necessity in order to keep up with 
those svbo can.) 

And two, an ability to charm, for ski 
areas are international salons and line 
manners art t-sstnii.il tci social acceptance. 
This second point accounts for the rela¬ 
tively few good r ski bums.' Too many 
TIGERS look great on the ski runs and. 
being unable to charm a wealthy widow 
and her daughter, fail to make the grade 
after "lights nut" — which is when a 
tiger really roars. 

Standard equipment for 'Operation Ski- 
Lodge' consists of highly styled clothing 
as shown on these pages. The old pull¬ 
over sweater and blue jeans aie out! The 


better the style of the clothes, the easier 
trie operation, Make quite certain that i ou 
have had your clothing cleaned at least 
once; new appearing dorbing types you 
as a 'hunter' which is poor strategy, 

Next, be quite certain that you have 
ski patches sewn (in your jackets from 
the various ski clubs and resorts. These 
may he purchased for a dollar each by 
writing the resorts listed herein, while each 
large city usually has a few ski dubs. 
This way you are recognized immediately 
as a 'veteran.' Thus you arc able to 'ad¬ 
vise' any attractive young girl on ibe 'ben¬ 
efits' of Lht different ski areas which you 
have Visited.' 

In furtherance of this line, be very gen 
era 1 in answer to any questions about 
other ski areas. Thus, ski runs are always 
'fast', the climate is always 'wonderful', 
and the parties art always 'great.' If 
someone interrupts and stems to have ac¬ 
tually heen to aieas to which you have- 
not, dig your poles into the snow and 
shove off. Cowardice? No, nun. this is 
strategy. 

Also, be cartful of the professional ski- 
bunts, who relish showing up the week¬ 
end and two week tigers. A ski-burn 
can be easily recognized by a deep tan 
(tigers in contrast are only wind- 
burned K with a definite continental man¬ 
ner. When you spot one. let your good 
judgment be your guide, This dog inn 
ruin a good Set-up, 

Other than these points, all you need to 
know are the places in which you can op¬ 
erate. and here they are: 
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fimtii-i lutii' A ilp 

Mi, 

t IixmI, t trPUHUS 



































Sun Valley 



SKI-WEEK ACTIVITIES AND 

DOHA l MOTEL RATE FACILITIES 


2,50 A up LOO iV up 

70,70 A tip Darning, parly flints, outlk- 

Iftil Iwinges, skating. sleigli- 
riding. qunint taverns A unf- 
irur place*. mnv ie*. 

2.00 & up 2.00 A up 1 

05,(10 A up Dancing: skating outdoors and 

indoors, hot-key games,. txjb- 
sledding. stiigh riding, d.tig- 
sludding. Li i.'! lishirig. movies, 
ski-joring. 


711.00 Chnlel Dellting, staling, mcktuil 
90.00 J judge; lounge*. rnfrlena A din Eng 
mom. 0 111 it DM IT lit"; i lull pool, 
planned recreation. 

...... . , ! L, 7 11 A i i p 

" .7271(1 Cadillac, Mil'll.: dancing, skat¬ 

ing, tuYcrni f ice Hiking, movies. 

2.00 A up urn A up 

110,(1(1 Dorm Dancing, parly guiues, mghl 
12.7. Pvt. clubs. qULiinl laVUJ' jI s, lino eal- 

Room iiml mg ptucua, movies. opera. delgk 

Hulk riding, staling, outdoor kented 

pools, dog sledding. 

3,ON A up . 

Dll.00 Chalet Dancing, house parlies, night 
cliilis. line wiling places, 
nirniiiti, sleigh riding. skating, 
OUlduor heeled puol, jailing, 
billiards. ping pong. 


7.7.00 Reno: nig hi clubs galore, line 

filling places, jhkjIs, and aily- 
tiling else you want. 

2.50 A up .. 

3 ! l.oo Dancing, cock (nil lounges, oil! 

door hustled pool, eufeleriu. 
grill, dining room, gmnus, 
movies. 

2.70 A up 

Diiuciiie. jam ".sessions, house 

|uirl ies. dining room, grill, 
cockluEl lounges. Skiing nr U .veerr 
nnsntl. 


LlFr AND NUMBER OH FOR FURTHER 

TOW RATES SKI RUNS INFORMATION .TRITE 


Ckuii' -1-ride .25-7 

7-i'idcs LOO 

T-bur l~ ride .17 

10-rides l.fni 
Hope WE-dn\ 1,110 

U:ln\ 1.70 

17 Stowe-fcFanslield \ssne. 

Slowc, Vermont 

Phone: 0-2072 

IjOWIT I.EIVl’l 

T-bnr A Rope 

1 Mhv 8,77 

I ipficr l.evel 

Riijn; low A 
trims. [-day iS.OO 

7 Lake Placid Chamber of 

CariiriicrtKS 

Olympic Annul 

Lake Murid, N.y, 

Phono: loot) 

Chair l-iluv 7.00 

2-slay* 0,00 ; 

Rope ion 

1- day 2.70 ! 

2- dnys 0.01) , 

ft MoynO Ml, DwJge 

Rovnii Falls, M fell, 

Phone; 2d 

Mope Ion l-dm 
iM-l’ri. 2.00 

t-dny Silt.-Sun. 2.77 

27 Culierfc 

c/ej Chamber tif Cmnmuree 
Cadillac, Miidii, 

Chair i-r3;i y .7,00 , 

l-week 27.110 
T-hnr t-rlay 2.80 

1 ft \ spun UJiiuuljcr uf (ienumeren 

Rox nth 

\s[i<'n, Crdorudo 

Chair A Trims. 

1- day 0.00 

2- di tvs 17.00 
1-wuek 20.00 

10 Sun Valley Lodge 

Sun Valley, Idalio 

Phone: 7711 

(!lu l!i 1 1 -d:iy 1.711 

l-wcek 25,00 
Rope l-day 2.mi 

17 Reno Chamber ul" Commerce 

Reno, NuYiirla 

Chair i-day 1.70 

Uwpek 27,00 

Rope J-j-d;n, l r 7l) 

l-dlly 2.27 1 

15 Squaw \ alluy Lodge 

1'ahoe City , CaSifornEa 
Phone: 107 

Chair l-day 2,7(1 

Snow Hit 2,013 

Rope l-dlly 2.00 

imlimiti'd Alt. Jlngd l‘icuker 1 irn' Didgu 

Tiuiherlini’, Oregon 


Argon 


Sun Valley 















































































Blue Noses 


Hot Tips for 


Du ski near cliifs. and drop-offs. I his 
way your horrible screams will cm: fright¬ 
en away weak by tourists, 

DO NOT ski near children. They'LJ 
only laugh at you, 


''Ranger" a Porath A Uagnnhcirr. import -from Sweeten. Tho 
in a white and blue, or a navy and block -wool combination 
Thu photo w« taken Iasi yea* al Corlina. Pricer £19-95- 


,<w‘rtTm rv , 


"Pi I at us" by bogner of &urmany. 

A poplin pullover with kr»it Fop and 
two targe V-poeke!s. £20,On. 
Modeled by Stein ErikseiK 


"Slope master' nylo-n parka-blouse-, wit 
a new V-hood. This- k washable and 
windproet, comes in churry red, gray, 
blue, or black. Sun Valluy Manu¬ 
facturing, £17.95. 






















DO NOT ski indoors, 

DO brag about your .skiing. Otherwise 
people wilf chink you are an amateur. 

DO us-t: metal *ki pnltS. While I ir]Li 
arorEalh injured in tbe wild country 
with wok-es nearby, you may want to 
must marshmallows. 

Never ski under avalanches. 

DO wear your socks outside your 
bt mis. I hey re nilit'It piettier. 

DO use tsh for skis, Tt's much better 
to fall on your ash. 


DO use profane language lu youi in- 
structur. J'his is what you're paying him 
for. 

DO NOT spend more than M,£)QO for 
your rirs' ski outfit since they must usu¬ 
ally be cut apart to scL broken hones. 

DO bring a pistol with vfm. hike horses, 
skiiers with broken legs nu^t he shot 




DO NOT hesitate to trip anyone else 
if you fall. Why should you suffer alone? 

ALWAYS yell ’track!' a tier you Crash 
into another skiicr. Ltc her know you 
knew the rules. 

Most of all. ski near trees and boulders. 
Otherwise you may coast forever. 

+ 


il 




i 



Knickers an? becoming vory popular far hash mpn ,iJid 
women; in Hie background, instructor's pants, both 
by Edelweiss, the corduroy Vsiieke-rs are about $ 14.00. 


'■TI.0 Cortina"' I0P% cation poplin, this 
blouse has a knit collar and tipper clos 
ing. It COrftas in red or tin on man. wilh 

black. Whito Stag? *12.95. 


"The Davos" IDQ% combed cotton 
pop I iti s c ■ blouse. It has a sell collar wi II 
double button olosurn- th.it cnO be worn 
up or down. By Whito Slag, ft4.95. 




























ATTACK! 


[e anti nit ed from page Ip] 


"Yes, j ] i d in in any campaigns," lie 
replied. '"Got a personal commendation 
Cm jo the captain-general for bravery 
when we took MigdaFii.” 

"Then perhaps you know that women 
are in scarce supply among armies on the 
march." 

"Aye, that's true enough. Twenty thou¬ 
sand of us marched against the Ukkians, 
and, not more than thirty camp-followers 
with us." 

"And had you encountered a band of 
beautiful young women, willing to tie 
with you?" 

"Why, we'd have had them in the 
hushes in no time!" Cimon roared, slap¬ 
ping his high. 

"Exactly the principle upon which our 
military Strategy is based, said StaLilia. 
" "fis no accident that martial ardor and 
marital ardor arc related hy merely the 
interchaiige of two letters. No invader 
would plunder out lands when he could 
be amusing himself in amorous diversion 
with our Mounted Border Guards, who 
arc picked from the fairest. 1 ' 

"A most novel idea," said Captain 
Dove. "But when this manner of com¬ 
bat is over, what then?" 

"The Mounted Border Guards, who arc 
so called because in case of invasion they 
are the fir.st to be mounted, are So trained 
in their type of combat that they weaken 
their adversaries while themselves remain¬ 
ing Strong for further battle. These skills 
are taught at the Matriarchial Military 
College, and have been proved in many 
battles. If need he, reinforcements are 
called up, but in time the will to fight 
is completely extinguished in our in¬ 
vaders. It is well known that one girl, 
not even of mature years, can weaken a 
dozen men in this fashion of combat." 

"Were 1 .ruler of Crohn or Perkuna or 


any other land Imrdtring on As tar tin," 
said Alan Formosa "such resistance 
would tempt me to invade your lands 
constantly." 

"You art tOO presumptuous, I fear,'’ 
die priestess replied. "For what causes 
do men go to war?" 

"First, to defend the if homeland," said 
Captain Dove. 

"Let lls examine this point further, 
then." said Statilia. "The common run 
of man has no desire to leave his home, 
Suffer cold and hunger, and risk death 
that Jus liege lord may enrich himself. 
He must he promised gold and glory, only 
chtti is fie sufficiently inflamed with real 
to do these tilings. But when his zeal is 
extinguished by the methods of combat 
in which the soldiers of the Matriarchy 
have been well-trained, what then? A 
man exhausted by copulation sees things 
in a cold gray light; the voice of reason 
can best be heard when the body lies 
exhausted and spent after being racked 
by the passions of sex." 

"And what docS this voice of reason 
say?" asked Cimon. 

"It says, why don heavy armor and 
ride a bouncing war horse many leagues, 
when one can get the favors of a woman 
in one's own village? Why ride to tlie 
service of one's ruler, when it enriches 
one not? For with the exhaustion of his 
martial ardor, a man secs that there is 
no point in remaining away from his 
home and loved ones; this feeling spreads 
through the whole army, and they go 
away.—those that have the strength to 
ride," 

"How do you train your soldiers, Lady 
Si at ilia?" Alan Formosa asked. 

"With A star ti an lads," she replied. 
"Men of especial endurance are Selected, 
Sometimes we Jure Grohians or Hi 11-Men, 
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to train the women in foreign styles of 
warfare." 

"But to get back to the I thy an War. 
Our troop was riding the Gtobian bur 
der, cast of Dearhca when we sighted an 
army coming up the Way of The Lions. 
Major Nedara instantly ordered one of 
the cadets to ride to Dearhca and have 
the news semaphored across the Matri¬ 
archy, and the rest of us blocked the Way 
of Linns and prepared to do battle. 

"Well, one of the first things we're 
taught at tiie Matriarch [a] Military Col¬ 
lege is how to attract men, for it takes 
a little technique to sway a man intent 
on killing you. In olden tinier our 
Mounted Border Guards used to simply 
strip themselves naked and wave at the 
Invaders. A crude method, but if worked; 
however, it is well-known that a half-dad 
woman can be more attractive than an 
u rid ad. one. The Major ami some of the 
other women in the front rank dismounted 
an t | began w a Iking towards the I thy Fans 
with flags of truce, Each woman had one 
breast uncovered, and was wearing skin¬ 
tight riding breeches. The Ithyan advance 
guard had climbed a Small hilltop, and 
saw them quite plainly. They shouted 
something back to their comrades, and 
began gallopping fiercely towards us. 

"There were about two thousand 
Ithyans in that group; they were over 
one thousand miles from home, and the 
women of Groba are neither as wilting 
nor as beautiful as those of Ah tarda, Nat- 
urally, tFiev accepted Major NcdarTs offer 
almost before it was made, and battle 
was joined immediately. They outnum¬ 
bered us ten to one, so there was quite 
a bit of fig Fit in g among themselves as to 
who should couple with us first, uni! a 
good many It by a ns were killed. We 
spread out into the hills, and the action 
finally concentrated in a village named 
Durum. 

"The Major was practically the first 
Aslanian to be seized, hhe was a fine 
figure of a woman—I think some of you 
know iter granddaughter Gerscma, who 
hears a considerable resemblance to her 

"Not that I had much time for watch, 
mg, though; they charged right into nor 
midst, and the battle was pretty hot. The 
first one to attack me was a big brute, 
whiskery and battle-scarred, r had never 
been in actual combat before, but had had 
plenty of drill during the war scare, so 
1 knew what to do, 1 ' 

"I soon hid the hig fellow worn out. 
The next one was a mere youth but vigor¬ 
ous. 3 Had to couple with him three 
times before Fie lay exhausted." 

"I was eating breakfast at a campfire 
when up came the youngster who had 
been the second one on me the day be¬ 
fore, He looked pretty peaked, and I 
offered him something to eat, even though 
it was against the regulations to feed 
enemy soldiers lest they regain strength. 

" ’But you aren't fig hi mg us,' he said. 

"As soon as he said this, he nervously 
looked around to sec whether he’d been 

[cor/tmtted on page 62] 
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THE JEWEL 

[ i<m situ ted from pnRV 9 ] 

" I mean disassociated. Take a top hat. 
You think you .see it 35 it realty is. Hut 
you don't because you associate it with 
other ide-a h, rf you had never heard of one 
before, and suddenlv saw k a lone, you'd 
be frightened or you'd laugh. That is the 
effect absinthe has, and that is why ff 
drives men mad/ 

r Wc„ of course, had Only One glass, so 
saw tilings as we wished they ■aerc — 
fbrtS is the best way, the only way 

Hav ing dragged the description out as 
long as I dared, f returned to my story. 

"Nina, as I mentioned, spoke fluent 
hjigtish, .'no we got on famously. She was 
ft brilliant conversationalist ami talked 
wittily of literature, the theatre, and Love, 
And for the must part I sat and listened, 
unable to take my eyes from her. 

"After dinner, we strolled in the garden, 
exchanging protestations of love, Though 
we naturally meant little that we said, it 
was a pleasant way to pass die time as we 
walked off the effect ot our meal, 

"The hill moon overhead cast shadows 
on the ground that shifted in the breeze, 
constantly changing like the patterns of a 
gigantic kaleidoscope. 

"We hud strolled for almost an hour 
when suddenly a gong sounded, summon¬ 
ing us Lo the chateau, 

"Once inside, Nina led flat way to a 
drawing room with a small stage at one 
end. And when everyone was seated and 
quiet, the lights dimmed and the curtains 
parted, A couple was gradually revealed 
in a single spotlight. They were in the 
pose of Rodin's "The Kiss." 

"1 won't describe what took place-—J 
have sworn not to—but I can say that it 
was something tjuiie unique, Something 

I might never have conceived had 1 lived 
a hundred years and devoted ail toy wak¬ 
ing hours to the pursuit of love, 

"As 1 watched fascinated, a voice that 
seemed lo come from nowhere, yet still to 

II ow over me, whispered the intimate, pas¬ 
sional e secret rJu.it was taking place . . / 

3 glanced at Jud. Clearly he was won¬ 
dering what the secret was. 

". . . Later, when the performance was 
over, I could hear ihe i untie of silk in the 
darkness ahum me as couples left ihe 
room. Then with a gentle pressure of her 
hand, Mina indicated that it was time to 
leave anti leal the way into the darkened 
gallery, up one flight of stairs, then an¬ 
other, down a corridor, and into a beau¬ 
tifully appointed loom illuminated by a 
single candle. 

"Though 1 could nolt see the room 
clearly, 3 would swear that at least one 
of its paintings was an original Gauguin. 
Later I learned that each room was deco¬ 
rated in a diflerent period, a different 
manner, illustrating the element of chance 
1 hat made each evening's pleasure so ex¬ 
citing just to anticipate, 

"Mina indicated with .1 gesture that I 
was 10 remove her gown. In dress, too, 
each of the women was quite different. 
Nina, for example, wore a sheath of jade- 
green silk, cinched at the waist with a belt 
of gold and held together at the shoulder 


hy a golden scarab. 

"T removed the belt, then unfastened 
ihe pin, and with a gentle, swishing .sound 
that 1 will never Jnrget, the dress slipped 
along Jier body to Lie ni a circular mound 
upon the floor. 

"And what a magnificent body it was. 
The candlelight sought out its natural 
oils, highlighting its soft, seductive curves 
as if carving them out of the d ark ness of 
the room. Never before had 1 seen a body 
so obviously matte for love, Merely to look 
at it made me weak. Had f been a yogi, 1 
might have spent my life contemplating 
her navel had she not had so manv other, 
more interesting charms that fought for 
my attention , , , " 

". . . Nina stepped from the green cir¬ 
cle of her dress and began to remove my 
clothes, so expertly that ii was a caress, 

""At last completely naked we faccd one 
another—each drinking in the si In of the 
other's nakedness. When we could drink 
no more, 1 took her in my arms, and we 
kissed from head to toe in .1 kiss of ex¬ 
quisite pain, 

"Then, when we were unable to bear 
the pain longer, we drew apart, and I 
stretched out upon the gigantic bed that 
was ho soft and sensual that it was an 
experience in itself, As E Jay there seeking 
the secrets of Nina's body as they were 
suggested hy the flickering candlelight, 
Ravel's Botera, tilled the mom, and Nina 
began to move slowly, gracefully, turning 
upon herself, becoming first taller, then 
shorter, stretching and rear!tig, making 
herself all belly. 

"Certainly Baudelaire must have had 
the same experiencet lie described it so 
viv id I y: 

"£r mtt (jy as ft sa pi tube, ti (it ctfisse et ses 
reins. 

Pairs fort me tie t’btfUe. HiiJtfieitx tom me 
ftn typne, 

PiiftiStenS iterant rites \etrx tlnhroy- 

clllt ... " 

"Fur God's sake," Jud broke in, "get 
on with it," 

T shrugged and continuer], 

"Tn an instant Gina was there again— 
and again we kissed. Theft she was gone, 
blowing out the light as she left, leaving 
n’t only the haunting fragrance ol her per¬ 
fume and Liei memory to be possessed in 
imagination as T had seen the woman 
possessed upon the Stage. 

"1 lay buck tense as the strings of some 
priceless violin 1 played my melody awhile; 


then relaxed, never to play that melody 
again," 

Slowly Lbe import of what I had said 
seeped through the layers of jud's cal¬ 
loused mind — and his voice when he .spoke 
was strained, unnatural. 

"You mean you didn't , . .?" he de¬ 
manded, almost sitouting. 

''OjlI v in imagina 1 itm. ' 

brill lit wasn't convinced. 

"You mean she left before you could 
do anything, that you let her, knew she 
was going?" 

'"Yes," 

Perplexity was carved in the lines of his 
face. 

"Because that's the way it's done. Be¬ 
cause it's heater that way." 

"Because it's hettcr that way?" he said, 
repeating the words dumbly. 

"But yes, T3it men who go there are 
men of soul. They know that crnlv in the 
mind can one achieve the heights of love. 
Compared with the mind, the body is a 
poor instrument indeed. How many men 
have bodies that permit them to perform 
the feats ot love they would perform nr 
even claim to have performed? Almost 
none. So what better way to possess a 
woman than in imagination? Compared 
with what one can do in imagination, ac¬ 
tual possession is an anti-climax."’ 

"To bad it had to end that way, isn't 
it?" he saiit. 

"Ycs,"l answered absently, 

T was back at the chateau. And once 
again the moon came from behind a cloud 
as il someone had pul ted a curtain — to 
reveal Nina, naked in the me ion light. She¬ 
ll ad let down her hair and it hung to her 
waist like- a black mane, And again the 
sight of her nakedness rook my breath 
a way, 

"Nina," E whispered. 

Startled, she turned as if to flee, then 
turned again, her hands outstretched, be¬ 
seeching. 

"Al ’ rievr." she said, her voice a caress, 
"1 have mine back." 

"Conte." 3 whispered breathlessly. 

She Hung her.Self at me, kissing my tips, 
my body, and as she did, her hair slid 
over me as if alive 1 shivered in ecstasy. 

Then, I drew her closer to me. 

"Yes," I repeated, unsure how- long it 
had been since I had first replied to Hal's 
question, "it's too bad." . 
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Jueite/i f$m a Jathe/i fy his son 

Fernando Jones seif led on the shores of Lake Michigan in 
18}3- Seventy years later, he addressed the Chicago Historical 
Society. The Society still treasures a copy of his speech along 
ivith another document thoughtfully penned h\ the bard\ 
pioneer. This one is a poem: 
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THE KEYHOLE \H THE DOOR 


We left the party eerly 
f think 'fwas scarcely nine 
4nd by a happy fortune 

Her place was next to mine. 
Resolved like old Columbus 
New regions to explore, 

I took a snug positron 

By the key-hole In my door. 


The maiden then disrobing 
Revealed her pretty breasts; 

Two round snowy frrfrocks, 

411 crimsoned at the crest; 

4nd then she gently stroked them 
I softly cried, "Encore," 

But ohl she could not hear me 

Through the key-hole in the door. 


She next unloosed her tresses 
Of wavy chestnut hair 
Which fell rn streaming torrents 
4down her shoulders fair. 

Then quickly she rebound them 
More firmly than before: 

( watched the pretty process 

Through the key-hole in the door, 














Then down upon the grosses 
She so# with graceful ease, 

4nd raised her spotless linen 
4bove her snowy knees. 

A dainty sky-blue gorter 
On either log she wore, 

Oh. 1 'twos a glowing picture 

Through the key-hole in the door. 
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Now she the fire approaches. 

Her little feet to warm, 

4nd nothing but a chemise 
Concealed her lovely form* 

Thinks I, take off your chemise, 

I'll ask for nothing more. 

And, faith, I saw her da if 

Through the key-hole in the door. 


4nd next with nimble fingers 
She dons her snow-white gown 
>int! on her bed fair Jennie 
Prepared to fay her down. 
Upon on earthy pifiow 
She gentiy lays her head. 

The light was then extinguished 
4nd darkness veiled the bed. 


i 


Don aid d Jcrc.m h4 i tern In Slcnddb.-. Cal¬ 
ifornia, aightccn ycers ago, Having grown 
up in Miami, Florida, however, *hr- it in 
reality a new if rival &n I ho Holly wood scene 
—’end fo tannin n-d to bccofne a lux lure via e 
TV or ectsng CAffJCr, 

The et-preiuutt rnodol end would-1st aetces-s 
weighs- In at 120 pounds, Bust: e spectacular 
4 \'\ Wai-st: a pelils 24\ Hips: e well’ 
roundod 3fc '. 
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Phntp^ by S u'.i Mcyc-r, Glebe 
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Ye dreaming men of science 
Who sfrain your eager eyes 
In gaiing af fhe ptenefs 

Thaf deck fhe distanf skies,, 

Nature has greater wonders 

Than are dreamed of in year tere, 
4nd a telescope is nothing 
To a key-hole in the door. 
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The Cifixsic»—Merer Before and Merer Again 
The Golden Age of the Automobile 



The great Cord of 1936-37 voth ft cylinder g-nyin®, super¬ 
charge* (te 160 lipJ *nd coffin nose design. Prince Bernhardt 
received gne from hk bride, Wllhelmiaa. 



Why ixjHs a sports car become si das- 
sic and live in the minds of men dcCadts 
after it no longer is built? Despite the 
many descriptions dreamed up to deter¬ 
mine the classic status, it boils down to 
the fact that a car that readies this posi¬ 
tion in men's minds has a per tonaltry, 
composed of the look of its lines, the sine El 
of paint, lea flier, gasoline and oil, and the 
racket of its exhaust. There is not that 
much personality in the lowest common 
denominator of a mass-produced machine. 

What man in his right mind would 
want to drive a Mercer ftaceahout? Its 
4-cylinder T-head engine has an exhaust 
the size of a stove pipe and the racket ii 
makes when revving up can he heard tor 
miles. Its windshield is a round sheet of 
glass fitted in a bracket clamped to the 
steering column — there is no top, side cur¬ 
tains or other weather protection and the 
hand brake, shift lever and gas pedal arc 
outside the tar. High-wheeled, stark and 
functional, without a pound of excess 
metal, tbt Ucrno it a man' utr. It takes 
muscle to turn the Steering wheel that re¬ 
quires only one and one-quarter turns 
lock to lock. Its ro:« d ability is better than 
man-, ears built today and it corners like a 
dream with wagon springs front and hack, 
and reluctant -to-tel ax shock absorbers all 
around to assure a teeth- jarring ride at 
lower speeds. Once underway the ride 
smooths out and .1 cruising speed of 60 is 
quite normal. In early races they were 



of 1933. Classic lings 1 rc 


1933 Piisenbafg 


l93i boat-tailed Auburn Spectator, circa 1979-1932. Cast 
Ig-si than SI.QQO end did over 100 mpH «n reads that wpglci 
kill modern da mo Stic call. 
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Packard Super 8. 1933. which had powtr brakti jboo&tert), 
w«i^kad 5,000 pound* and ipe-d a* J00 mpli, It had push¬ 
button lube, 4-speed gnair boxes, 145 hp pngino. This is the 
Phopton model by Dietrich. 



driven at 7(1 and better, ,md the late Bar¬ 
ney Oldfield drove :i modified job that 
rim 9ii. From 1910 unlit 1915 the Mercer 
Company manufactured about 800 of 
these cars. With only about 25 known to 
be in existence, the Raccabouls command 
fabulous prices in the collector’s market, 
With their superior speed, acceleration 
and handling, the only antique American 
sports car that will gb r c a well-restored 
Mercer a battle is ,i Stutz Rearcat. 

From L91 1 to L9J 5 ibe two cars fought 
a fairly even battle nn the race tracks of 
the ll.S., but considering that kite Mercer 
has the smaller engine, it has a slight 
edge. The first Stutz was built in a matter 
of ij'tvJf.r by Harry Srut^ and Ire drove it 
in the first Indianapolis race in 1913 - Stutz 
automobiles were built until 1955 and 
even some of the younger sports car driv¬ 
ers of today can remember seeing the boat- 
tailed convertibles go bellowing by. The 
24-hour race at U Mans saw Stutz cars 
run in 1928 through 1930- And this 
classic car was one of the first to use 
safety lass and hydraulic brakes. Over¬ 
head cams were another innovation used 
in the Stutz engine, as well as four valves 
to a cylinder, used in the DV 32 model. 

The first Indianapolis race was won by 
a Marmon, another magnificent example 
ijt American Automotive genius. Smooth 
and powerful, the big Vl6 is still remem¬ 
bered as one of our finest automobiles. 
Rut ii was the Marmon "Baby Eight" that 
the young bucks drove. 


Wherever car drivers or collectors get 
together someone Is sure to mention the 
Duesenbcrg. Without exception the migh¬ 
ty " D'" was i he uni y ! fit//) i ast ca r t ha t 
combined its speed with unsurpassed 
quality. When a man was a success in 
those da vs- he drove a Dtiescnherg. No 
stock automobile kept up with, or passed, 
a Detrsy if the driver didn't want u to, 
A Duesenherg wi>n the french Grand 
Prix in 3 92L. That is tlic only time an 
American-built car has ever won that race. 
And the big ’T)'s" won at Indianapolis in 
192-1, '25 and '2". in 1920 a specially- 
built 16-cylinder Duesenbcrg ran on the 
beach at Daytona, reaching almost I 5b 
mph. On the desert in 1935, Ab Jenkins 
ran an SJ Duesenbcrg for 2 i hours, aver¬ 
aging over 135 mph, hitting tbo mph at 
limes on the ten-mile course. The first 
four-wheel hydraulic brakes rm a produc¬ 
tion U.S, car came out on die Duesen- 
berg. And look at these figures: the su¬ 
percharged model SJ Duesenherg would 
go 1.30 mph, taking only 1“ seconds to 
get to ] CH), Second gear would ler it 
wind to over I <>0. High quality material 
and workmanship ran the cost of the 
Duesenherg so high — the Duesenbcrg 
brothers made no compromise for price — 
that the car couldn't be sold at a profit, 
ant! in 1926 Lhe Auburn-Cord Company 
bought uui I be concern. 

The unforgettable Auburn Speedsters 
and the future-styled Cords were products 
of ill is company. Even today the coffin - 


nosed Cords look futuristic. The Cord was 
the first real convertible, with rear quar¬ 
ter window's tlirtt pivoted down when 
cranked open. Laic-model convertibles 
feature this as a modern innovation. Cord 
bad it in L935, When the top is down ir 
disappears completely in a well that has 
a metal cover. There were, of course, no 
power-opera red tops at that time, and it 

required some muscle to raise and lower 
the canvas. A common misconception 
about the Cord is that it was a failure 
because it was too advanced for iis time, 
as was the Chrysler Airflow, Rut, the 
Airflow was a horrible looking box when 
it was built and still is. Cords are still 
beautiful aotl I've seen them up for sak- 
j t prices r a ngi ng frOo t S2,000 to 5 3,500, 
Cord went out of business because it was 
a luxury car, selling at a high price dur¬ 
ing depression times. It was inevitable 
that it would fail, when the depression 
was coupled with a 6 months delay in 
production that allowed competition to 
work over the old stories about front- 
wheel drive not being practical. And in 
the rush of gelling out the car there were 
bugs that showed up. They were easily 
corrected, but ari uninformed public does 
not wait tor corrections in its automobiles. 

A classic sports car may not have been 
the fastest, the most comfortable, not the 
most reliable, but it ban the power to make 
strong men think and Latk about It in ibe 
same way they do about an old flame, 
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By James Boswell, 
London, 1791 . . , 





Btnu'fff, \ mentioned to him a dispute between □ friend of mine and bis lady, 

concerning conjugal infidelity, whidl my friend had Enaintained, was by nn means so 
bad in the husband, as in the wife. 

Johnson. Your friend was irs i lie Sir. Between a man Lind his Maker it is a different 

question; hut between a man and his wife, a husband's infidelity is nothing. They are 
connected by children. by fortune, by serious considerations of community. Wise 
married women don't trouble themselves about infidelity lei their husbands. (They 
detest a mistress but don't mind a whore. My wife Odd me that E might lye with ns many 
women as i pleased, provided I hrfJ her alone.)" 

B&snati. "To he sure there is a great difference between the offence of infidelity in a man 
and that of his wilt, 

Johtitori. "The difference is boundless. The man imposts no bastards upon his wife." 




NOTE: Less than a half dozen copies of Boswell's Johnson contain the remarks In 
parentheses. In all other copies they have been "suppressed. The implication is that a 
mistress; and a wife would receive divided affection and a man cannot serve two masters, 
but a whore commands no affection and therefore a man could still "Jove his wife alone," 
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Jghtii Hipp at Newport Ja?? FoiFivaJ 


J(?fin "TpnV ThiffEmflni 
at Newport FoitivaJ 


JuEta Hipp Trio: Ind, bassr 
Thigpen, drumi' Woadi, alto (guest) 
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Unf is'itii it :i few weeks ago tin West 
52 nd Street, Manhattan, in a barroom that 
was too big and too bright-lighted, 1 
stared into ,i staling glass ot beer and 1 
listened. White the neglected beer flat¬ 
tened, ] shut the light out of my mirnj and 
drew the walls hi l loser and examined 
the jagged lints of sound that swirled 
about, all colors, and twisted crazily in 
a compelling pattern, as the notes strung 
out of tlie piano like unreeling twine. 

The sounds were those id nuclear, 
neurotic urban America 19S" 7 - This was 
for ward-plunging, jet-propelled, New 
World jazz, skidding riskily ahead, hell¬ 
bent for America America I9fli 

and swooping all around my head and 
1 ita 1 sLalc glass of beer, filling up the 
world of America Tonight. 

To my left ar the bar, two chaps sat 
and listened too. Musicians, unmistak¬ 
ably, One muttered quietly to the other; 

" That broad plays iust I ike a man, 
Man!” 

The other, enraptured, just tightened 
his glare and kept listening and staring. 

Directly ahead of us, on □ cluttered 
stand in the middle of the oval bar, a 
long-haired girl Sat with the whole world 
at her fingertips, laid out before her across 
a keyboard. All the things that counted 
were there. Nothing else mattered. 

Then she tied a lit tic knot around the 
end of her thorns. While her bass man 
took over Mr his own little display, tbe¬ 
long-haired girl, folded her arms atop the 
piano and rested her chin on her dhow. 


Toihik-Q Akfyoshi find fellow 
ctudtnts at Berk lee School 



TosHikg Akiycohi Newport 
Jan Festival 



So gentle, so related With one ear I 
listened ru tlit bass, the other I reserved 
to imagine the new variations she was 
inventing behind those distant eyes of 
hers. 

I'd had a small passion for seeing and 
hearing tins leaping-fingered chick fresh 
from Leipzig, Germany with the un- 
melodic name of Juita (pronounced Yuo- 
ta) llipp, ever since I'd read Ernest 
Bornemann's description of her in tbc 
British db'/of/j A \ak ii-: . . a sma I, pale 
beautiful girl, with vast, sad eyes and a 
figure so fragile that you don't believe 
her capable of ihe fabulous uoise she 
gets out of the piano. She has the air of 
a wraith lost m this world of wicked 
men and incomprehensible tic tings. . . . 
She si is at the piano, absolutely ttiummng 
. , , never heirflying even by the slightest 
movement of her shoulders, that her arms 
and hands arc flicking about the key¬ 
board at Tatum speed. . . . Her piano 
technique ran from a fiercely masculine 
jump style to rapid. Bud Powellish right- 
hand patterns." 

After tlie set was over, J got with her 
at a rear table away front the bar. With 
some insipid question about "How is j.iz 2 
different litre in America?" i opened our 
conversation, mostly to feel out bow 
much of a language barrier separated us. 
Right off. I was thrown, In brittle, femi- 
ninc tones, she chattered about zis and Z3f 
in :sn easy ripple of words and occasional 
phrases of simple poetry. "Your vege¬ 
tables taste like wafer, I don't like zcm. 
Zey need so many spices to make zem 
taste right. But ze dzazz, it grows very 
natural. Only on zc American sidewalk 
can dzazz realty grow." 

One nigJic recently, jutta picked up a 
German magazine and began to read the 
jazz co Iurun in it. 

"!r made me get nervous all /fiver again 
— just like when 1 lirst arrived here and 
met all zese musicians. 1 got so nervous. 
Zat magazine tv as so phoney, so square, 
Zey know nussing. 3 knew mussing really 
until I came here a few mouse ago and 
heard your musicians play in zc-ir own 
country, in zeir own life. In Germany., 
zey sink zey can create a real German 
dzazz, Zey cant. It's here and only here, 
I sink twill commit suicide before 1 put 
my foot on a boat again, i hen she 
I jgh 1 1 y I a uglied. 

"When I heard Lester Young in Europe, 
3 sought bis musk was dead- But now 
] hear flint here and I understand it. He 
is too much. Once you live m America, 
you dig what he says." 

What does this music describe about 
America?" 3 asked, 

"] aril nor a be a dsb linker. 3 don't 
know." 

What's .i beadshrinker? 

Pause. "Don't you know? Like- Sig¬ 
mund Freud, it's a psychiatrist, 1 learned 
zar word here. T sought zat's what you 
all say.' 


tiger 
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Ani,S so in ;i few minutes with this 
tense and dt l if Jit fytirrhwu of flic key¬ 
board. I hid acquired a new term to 
add to my glossary of dzazz idioms but 
also ;t new perspective on what this 
thing she tills dzazz is all about. That it’s 
Liie gre. 1 t Americam music and the in¬ 
digenous A me r jean art and all that—I've 
heard that threc-and-a-half jillion tunes, 
and a tier the first mil lit in you stop listen¬ 
ing. Hut it's something else again when 
a remarkable exponent of the arl. such as 
JuLta Mipp, says she never realty dug 
what it was ali about until she leaped 
the waters and got herself into the swim 
here, bathing in the crazy pace ot Amer¬ 
ican life — tliat each, the music and Llie 
way of life, explains the other. This is 
;i statement to he made only hy the ob¬ 
server with the distant view. 

And it's .2 statement worded ljl dilTer- 
ent ways and with different accents by a 
parade of new ja y.z stars who have in 
common one chief quality: Lhev re for¬ 
eigners who have mastered an American 
art form and now arc Streaming into this 
country with the twin result of being 
howled over by our native players and 
at the same time bowling over some of 
our most sophisticated and hardened audi¬ 
ences. They're not novelties or freaks. 
They’re good. What used to he an im¬ 
balance of cultural trade is now shifting 
around. We're starting to import the very 
jazz which we used to export. 

1 fere's a rundown of some of the tasty 
imports which have sweetened and spiced 
the recent season of jazz: 

FRIED RICH GULDA 

Here’s a serious and studious young 
Austrian who stands off from the others 
because when he burst upon the jazz 
world a few months ago, it was not jusL 
the explosion of a neu star upon the 
piano. It was an explosion of surprise 


followed by a smoky cloud of horror 
arising from classical ivory towers. Gutda, 
young as he is, has been accepted as one 
of the most distinguished piano specialists 
in the music of Beethoven, a field which 
yuung'uns are advised to skirt because it 
is profoundly mature music for pro* 
foundly mature hands. When Gulda 
switched locations from Carnegie Hall to 
another piano bench a few blocks south¬ 
ward at Bift!land, the classicists hollered 
J 'Traitorl” and the jazzophilcs scoffed, 
"Dill eta rite!" Last September, after his 
Bird land audiences hud already been 
calmed into a quiet respect, Gulda pat' 
tieipated in Daun Brat magazine's famed 
Blindfold Test—listening to a group of 
jazz records on which be was given no 
information. His tape-recorded comments 
revealed a keenly sharpened ear for Lhe 
subtleties of jazz and a most sensitive 
and thoughtful taste. 

TOSHIKO AKIYOSHT 

When Norman Granz' Jazz at the 
Phil harmonic toured japan Jast year, 
Oscar Peterson wandered one night into 
a little club in Toyko's Ginza section, 
where all the little clubs and bars are. 
Early next morning he came back raving 
about a piano-playing chick named 
Toshiku. For three years, Tosliiko. lead¬ 
ing a nine-piece modern outfit, liad had 
an obscure little time pocket weekly on 
radio and TV, But only when word got 
around that Norman Granz was in rer¬ 
ested in her did she suddenly he tome 
mnhbed by execs from Japanese record 
companies. Her hunger, however, was not 
yet for glory hut for knowledge. She'd 
already learned what anybody in Japan 
could teach and that lelt just one place 
to go; The States. After months of cor¬ 
respondence with Lawrence Berk, a re¬ 
nowned Boston teacher, she packed up 


and came to his Bcrklee .School Inst Janu¬ 
ary. Situ handles herself adequately with 
the language but tier first move in Boston 
was to curl up with Leonard Feather’s 
Ettcyi'fapetlitt rtf j.sr:: and read clear 
through it past to learn the terminology 
of jazz. Says Berk, "Until now, wc have 
had no Oriental influence in jazz. I sin¬ 
cerely feel that site s it. She is just alive 
with musical imagination. 1 " 

Boston's Storyvilfe, too, was alive with 
delight when Tushiko sar in just a few 
hours after she arrived in the city and 
later the high-down Newport Jazz Fes¬ 
tival was captivated hy her. 

BERNARD PElFFER 

Patrons at the Embers in New York 
had their cars pinned hack about a year 
ago by a pianist with excited eyes, a 
long droopy blond mustache and, for a 
strong Gallic flourish, an ascot around hi.s 
neck. A few rimes during those early 
days on. the job, Bernard Fc-ilfcr almost 
got hack on the boat, which would have 
been France's gain and America's Loss. 
First, after an arrival in America four 
days before Christmas, lie lolled around 
nut permitted to twitch a finger for an 
audience because the musician’s union 
required a six-month wait before lie could 
become a ducs-paytr. Finally, after three- 
months, Pei I let's manager, Vivian Bailey, 
persuaded the union hoard In waive the 
rule and abbreviate the suspense, 

In a few days, Bernard, who has come 
to be billed as “Lu Most", was employed 
at the Embers, but he became even more 
demoralized, His knowledge of English 
was most elementary. New York's, honk¬ 
ing chaos of automobiles terrorized him, 
American [istenets talked more than they 
listened, he couldn't find an apartment, 
an he wasn't getting along nohow with 
the attract inn opposite him an the bill, 
Dorothy Doncgan. 

But soon, life began to shape up better. 
George Shearing's group replaced Miss 
Donegan. Bernard and George liked each 
Other immediately- — and Jean Thielemann, 
Shearing's guitarist, talked French, Soon 
after, Bernard displayed his style fati- 
tastique and his technique extraordinaire 
before his biggest American audience at 
the Charlie Parker Memorial Concert in 
Carnegie Hall and knocked the people 
out. American Jazz had imported another 
bright influence and another star. 

RITA REYS 

A 5-foot, A-irtfh blonde from Amster¬ 
dam has set a match to the lyrics of up¬ 
tempo American tunes and is starting to 
blaze some new directions in razz sing' 
Jog. Site's Rita Reys (pronounced rice), 
w ho ha rd ly ever si ngs in he t n a L iv e 
tongue. "On TV, on my records and 
radio programs in Europe, l always sing 
in English. I can't sing in Dutch. It's a 
terrible language. You sec, I was brought 
up in Rotterdam, and I speak their hor¬ 
rible dialect, a sort of sing-song. I studied 
English in school, but mostly 3 learned hy 
listening to American records," Some¬ 
times, when site played a commercial spot 
back home, she did a pop thing in Dutch. 
"You haven’t heard Sixteen 1'rtns until 
you've heard it in Dutch. Especially in 
\coat'tutted tm page dlj 
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bits name u ats Cot t and he claimed to have 
in vented a pistol , * * hut the 330,000 he 
paid to the unknown gunsmith branded 
this claim a tiel 

John Pearson 



by Baron F. K. E, von Oppen 


i 


J_mi xt.sn who invented the Colt re¬ 
volver was not named Colt. Yet the un- 
sung genius who shaped Sam Colt's scat- 
tCI'hraintd ideas in unyielding steel, and 
made that steel yield lo Jus demands, has 
remained nameless. History lines ll.ot point 
him ljL it_ Lists ol gunniakers omit him, 
Despite the I act chat his contribution to 
the carter of Colt was a major one, he 
did not work v, ith Colt for much more 
than two years. 

Why lias history bypassed John Pear- 
sort, the Baltimore gunsmith? 

Possihjy it ES because he lived up to a 
bargain, His bargain: not m say what he 
Loess tit the work leading to the sieve lop 
i'neOt ot Colt'.S revolver, The priLe nt Ins 
silence was S.iU,UEXt cash. 

History substantiate* that Sam Colt 
first became interested in a repeating gun 
in 1830, He has sailed as a midshipman 
aboard a brig, tJiL Corvo, bound tor Cal¬ 


cutta from Huston, When at the age oJ 
](i lie returned to Hartford in the spring 
of 18 3 1 . he was tired w j th ejitJtusia sm. 
He had carved a model of a repeating 
pistol out ut wood, while ahoard ship, 
i’he idea was there, but it needed mechan¬ 
ical skill to make it practical. Phis skill 
was Jacking in Cult. 

Sarn was first, last and always ;t show¬ 
man. As a child lie had combined >tieit- 
lific Curiosity ( making gunpowder 1 with 
show mans hip (by putting tin a display, 
esp Ending a raft on a mill pond with a 
bomb. ) When he had the idea of a re- 
yoking chambered breed i firearm, a re¬ 
peating gun, he wanted to get someone 
else to make the models 

Combining show Ena ns hip with scientific 

L'uliusity, Sam set up a traveling medicine 
show. With portable equipment in a hand 
push cart, he toured the New ling] n in d 
states giving demonstrations of the eltects 



of laughing gas to audience participants. 
At or 5-c.ie a head, he could have made 
a good living as a showman, Instead, lie 
sunk nearly every cent ol his income over 
LFie years 1832-LSjti. into the gun project. 
Mechanics; in Hartford, Albany, and 

j ■ 

New York made experimental guns for 
Sam. If is possible that he sold a few of 
these experimental guns, However, only 
four nr si.X pistols and two or three rilles 
were made during the years 18.il to 183 i. 
Then be met John Pearson, on a trip to 
[coHfrw/vtt Oft fntgt bdj 



At Left: One of .1 pair ef pre- 
rnoticn models used to solicit 
stpcVh ciders, if shot; .3i caliber 
Bo low; Early Pater sou, altered from 
a Pearson model. About IBldi 
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Above; Two Production Paterson Colts, 
Concealed trigger?, 5 shot- revolvers. 


Above: 1835 Pearson. Tested at West Paint in IB3?. 

Below: Two 1836 pre-Poterson Colls which Pearson 
refused So finish until ho got his reuse in salary, Tlie 
bayonet was in great demand in the onto-bellum Sooth 


Sam Colt 




45 




f f g e i* 











John “red" hacc.ruty eased his hug 

frame on the edge of the dry-rotted hotel 
bed ;l m-cS wiped some nf the hot Southwest 
dust from his brow. 

Moodily the New York detective 
Witched the rust run from thu basin tap 
thdt lie hid opened, then strode over and 
used his hands to shovel some of the luke¬ 
warm Wafer down his throat. So tar his 
long trip hid netted Haggerty lit Lie more 
information than what he had amassed 
before getting bis leave of absence, 

In short: His brother, CIpL Kevin Hag¬ 
gerty, 19, while osi three-day pass from 
Ciotsp, killed during an armed assault mt 
Cl ill E Muller, owner of tile Maverick 
saloon. Verdict—justified self-defense. 

A cut-and-dry case of a drunken G.l. 
on have except the pattern was ton 
crazy. Maybe Kevin had growing pains 
but not the kind to carry a knife. Let alone 
use ir against a one-armed man. 

Colonel Boyd had put it on the line for 
Haggerty. Cattle Cross, forty-two mile-* 
from the Army base, was a law unto itself, 
Local rules and local justice, Off-limits 
for years to military personnel: of?. IimIts 
to strangers period 

One tiling had corne out of mis trip. A 
girl from Cattle Cross called Rita Owens. 
Colonel Boyd gave him her address, The 
boy had been dating her. That made a 
little sense, A girl would explain what a 
kid with an excellent service record would 
be doing in a dive like the Maverick sa¬ 
loon. Anyhow it was worth fed I owing up. 
But then what? 

Haggerty was a good detective. ETc lived 
by the book hut not so much that he didn't 
know what it was to give a guy a break, 
Down lie re the rules were all different. 
Colonel Boyd had spelled it nut. Strangers 
stayed clear. Ot got him. So his kill broth¬ 
er had gotten hurt. That would have u. 
Satisfy the family. And himself. Only 
Haggerty didn't satisfy easily. If justice 
couldn't he served at least lie had to be 


The bust aid came at rue with the broken 
battle raised high. But he left himself 
open at one spot . . . and it inis there that 
I drove my knee up . . . hard! 
















shown that Kevin had died a victim of a 
lawless comm unity and not as .a young 
punk killed sit, art assault against a harm- 
It-ss citizen. 

And ihis Clint Muller? How could ± 
one-armed man so brutally heat up a 
healthy young soldier that the injuries 
] ■ rove* I fat a I ? H a gge t L y s ighed a n *1 took 
a fresh shirt front his suitt ase. Well may- 
Lie the girl could give him the answers 
he wanted. 

J he weasel-faced hotel clerk watched 
close-mouthed as lie left. Haggerty knew 
ih.it ten minutes after he checked in, the 
iown had been alerted to the stranger in 
their midst. 

the girl who opened the door couldn't 
Itjve been metre than sixteen, bite wore a 
faded cotton robe and nothing else. The 
way nature had put her together you 
couldn’t miss secmg that, 1 he detective 
sized her up quickly. Young, ami remark¬ 
ably good looking. And plenty experi- 
tnved. I'he kind of a girl that could easily 
hoodwink 1 kid like Kevin. He pushed his 
wav in without waiting for an invitation, 

"Rita Owens?'’ 

The girl looked at him warily. "Yc-cs." 
She had a thick drawl that went with her 
fair complexion. "’What do you want?" 

He removed his haf. E m a family 
friend of Kevin Haggerty. From New 
Vi irk, T understand you were with him 
rhe night he was killed/’ 

The girl looked up at him in fright, 
"1 don't know what you’re talking about. 
|-[ — "she fumbled nervously w ith the belt 
of her robe. It accentuated the firm breasts 
beneath it. 

Haggerty decided to go a little easier. 
"Mind If I sit down, miss? I've come a 
lung way." 

Sin- hesitated for a moment then num¬ 
bly waved to a chair. Haggerty softened 
his voice. "You must excuse me- for barg¬ 


ing in like this. Kevin’s death was a great 
shock to his family. 1 mean the drinking 
and brawling, 1 was hoping you could tell 
me a few things about that nigEu that 
might be consoling to his. folks. He an¬ 
ticipated her question. "Kevin wrote home 
about you, Miss Owens. We heard a lot. 
of nice things about you from the boy, 

The suspicion melted from the girl's 
eyes and she sat down uneasily nest to 
the detective. "Did Kevin really write 
home about me? ' 

"Twice,” the detective lied, "He seemed 
to be stuck on you. Can't say that E 
blamed him." 

The girl suddenly became aware of her 
loose rube and drew it closer to her. ft 
only helped to outline her figure more 
clearly. "Kevin was a good boy, mister, ’ 
she said- "N'ot like the other soldiers if 
you know what 1 mean. 

Sin? wet her lips with her tongue. "E 
shouldn't Lie saying this mister, but I guess 
his family would want to hear it- Kevin 
wasn't drunk that night. He never took 
hut a couple of beers in all the tone J 
knew him. And he didn t start the light. 
Clint Muller did. He made Kevin fight, 
Clint hates people. " 

The detective leaned forward. "But 
how could a one-armed man beat a 
healthy kid to death? 

"Mister you ain't never seen Clint 
Muller." 

"What about the knife? The report said 
Kevin had a knife." 

The girl shook her head. "Kevin had no 
knife, mister. I wished he had. Or a gun I 3 ' 

"Then the chief witness lied?" 

The girl laughed bitterly. "That was 
Wts Davis. He’s Clint’s brother-in-law.'' 

The detective's face set. The picture 
was clearing up rapidly. I here were 
other people in the bar," he pointed out. 
"Couldn't someone stop it? ' 


"Mister, nobody" J stop Clint from beat¬ 
ing up a stranger, even if they could. 
She began to weep, "It's my fault. 1 should 
have known it might happen." She turned 
her tear-streaked face to his. Rut honest, 

1 only brought Kevin in for one beer to 
sort of show him off. I was real proud of 
him." She put a hand to iter eves. "But 
Clint, he deliberately gave Kevin the 
wrong change. 1 le‘s always spoiling to 
hurt somebody. 1 told Kevin to come with 
me, honest 1 did, mister. A n d he tv as go¬ 
ing. Rut Clint grabbed him with that arm 
of bis. Then be started using his leg. ft 
was awful. 1 tried to stop it but taint 
knocked me away. Wes Davis be just 
stood there watching and laughing.' 

Haggerty clenched his big fists. One 
lousy beer be thought- A cheap prostitute, 
and a good kid had to have the life beaten 
out of him. "So all the local bar-tkes just 
sat there and—" He stopped short as the 
girl suddenly stared behind him an terror. 

" — and what, stranger?" a menacing 

voice asked. 

Haggerty turned. A slim man in a stet¬ 
son leaned lazily against the open door. 
The man asked again. "And what, strang¬ 
er?” The Sean hand reached into his lev is 
;tnd came out with a shiny pocket knife. 

The detective eyed the knife grimly. 
"You Wes Davis?" he asked quietly. 

The slim man nodded. And you re the 
stranger from Non Yawk that s been ayk- 
ing a lot of fool questions and is leaving, 
here pronto." He rubbed ,1 thumb on the 
knife handle. 

Haggerty controlled the rage m him. 
If he got himself sliced up it would just 
be another case of a stranger causing 
trouble. He pushed back his chair and got 
up. He'd gotten what he had come for. 
Then he remembered the girl. Slic'd been 
an instrument in Kevin's death but his 
hate was centered elsewhere. "Sorry, Mess 
Owens, you couldn’t he of more kelp.” be 
[conti ti/terf an trrxt prfgrj 
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said evenly. She looked at him gratefully. 

Tht slim man smugly stepped aside tn 
Jet him pass. ,r I ain't expecting to see you 
again,'' he said ominously. 

Haggerty looked ,at hint contemptuously. 
The last punk to ptlJJ a knife on him had 
I it ode d in :t hospital with a broken head. 
He nodded bfiefly to the gir j Lhen waIked 
pensively out of the shack. The knife in 
Wes Davis' hand had settled one thing 
for him. It was new. A stilleto-type with a 
awitch-blade mechanism. It didn't take 
any genius to Jigure out who had planted 
a similar weapon next to the body of 
Kev i t], 

TKr THkFi- streets that were Cattle Cross 
had filled up since the sun had gone down. 
It was Saturday night. Just like that other 
Saturday night when Kevin had come 
here. But to the inhabitants of this grimy 
little hole one week was the same as the 
next. The dock had stopped a hundred 
years ago in Cattle Cross. 

The Maverick saloon was situated be- 
tween a small general-store and a livery 
stable, Tt could have been mistaken for the 
setting of a grade-R Western with the 


smell thrown in free. He paused for a 
moment in front of the dify window look¬ 
ing Lei at the saloon that was almost filled 
with the local hot shots, The words came 
hack to him. "Mister, nobodyJ stop Clint 
from beating up a stranger, even ii : they 
could." He took a deep breath and pushed 
in rhe swinging dour. 

The talking stopped almost on cue as 
he threaded his way over to the bar, It 
almost seemed funny not coming in with 
a six-shooter strapped to his waist. Like 
a Cowboy hero. Rut it wasn't funny. This 
was for real. A lone stranger looking for 
a killer in a hostile town. 

A little man in a sweaty apron greeted 
him open-mouthed from behind the bar. 
The detective watched the hungry faces 
in back of him through the bar mirror as 
he Ordered a whiskey. He knew they were 
licking their chops over the prospect of 
another Saturday night show. Like Lite one 
that had killed Kevin. 

The Maverick bartender hesitated, then 
silently reached for a ho tilt- from the sht-lf, 
Tire large wooden fan hanging from the 
ceiling seemed to he roaring now. 

"That's okay, shorty, I'll serve the 
man." 

Haggerty turned toward the booming 
voice and saw a colossus slowly rise from 
a card'table situated in the rear. This was 


the Largest man he had ever .seen, Hag. 
gerty was big, as most New York detec¬ 
tives ace. Rut this man though a halfdtead 
shorter, was freakish in his width. He 
completely filled the space behind the bar 
as lie approached Haggerty. An empty 
sleeve hung front his left side. The arm 
that reached for the whiskey bottle was 
as massive as a young oak tree. 

The giant pulled the cork out with his 
teeth and poured Haggerty a drink. Then 
lie poured one for himself. All eyes waited 
as the two men downed their drinks, i'hc 
whiskey burned like molten lava. Now 
Haggerty could see how little a chance 
Kevin had had against a monster like this. 
The bullet-head rested almost neck!ess on 
tlie tremendous shoulders. The arm was as 
wide as the average man's two- As a 
patrolman pounding a beat, and later as a 
j'lainclothesnian. Haggerty had mixed si 
up with plenty of would-be tough guys 
and prided himself that he had never used 
a billy, lint this man opposite him was LI 
nightmare of strength. 

"You the Stranger going around asking 
questions about that soldier hoy?” 

Haggerty wiped a damp pa ho cm his 
trousers. "I'm the guy." 

The huge shoulders tensed. "Ah 
thought Wes told you to get out of town?" 

"Looks like I didn't," 

"Anti that wasn't smart, stranger." 
Haggerty froze at the familiar voice. Once 
again the Cat-like Davis bad sneaked up 
behind him. This time he had the open 
knife in his hand. The lean man's eyes 
danced meanly as he measured the detec¬ 
tive. "That was [dumb stupid, stranger," 
he hissed softly. "Lem me show you how 
stupid," He came closer the blade extended 
before him. Haggerty watched thin-lipped 
as the gap between them narrowed. Some¬ 
one in hack of him snickered. Then Hag¬ 
gerty moved! 

With one motion he grabbed the whis¬ 
key bottle and smashed it viciously across 
the lean man's skull. Blond spurted from 
tilt rorn scalp a.S We.s Davis dropped to 
Lhe floor. Then Haggerty dropped the 
broken handle anti turned to the liar 
again. 

No one had risen to interfere when 
Davis had pulled Lhe knite. No One intet- 
ferred because of the blow. They sat like 
a pack of Jackels waiting for the antici¬ 
pated slaughter. 

(dint Muller's eyes narrowed for a sec- 
eon d a s be ,s i ud ied t he dec ectiv e. A 
crooked smite appeared oei his Lice. Slowly 
he came around from behind the liar. The 
local dead-beats scrambled before then 
goliath to vantage points against the wall. 
Almost good-humoredly the giant picked 
up an overturned chair that was in his 
path and hurled it away from him. 

Haggerty watched him grimly. Well 
big-boy you looked great beating up a kid. 
Lets see what you do against a man. 

Suddenly Muller charged and Haggerty 
smashed a right into the open mouth be¬ 
fore being crushed against the bar by the 
impact of the rush. The punch ripped 
open the thick lips hut didn't hall rhe 
monster's progress. 

The huge arm grabbed Haggerty's shirt 

[ ntinned on P sS ge -6-i ] 
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I JUST 
GOT LAID! 

Now I'm Ready 
For A Hoi Mineral j 
Bath and Massage 


BUCKHORN MINERAL BATHS 

T MJLES EAST OF MESA 


heard about our 
good food? 

SOOM^R Ort LATEfl YOU'LL 

WlNO OF OUR BEANS! 
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OUR WAITRESSES HAVE THt 
EiGOEST TiES IN TOWN- 

MARQUEE 

DRIVE INN 

IM> E. MAW 
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HAVE A COLD? 

Y/e Can Fix Thai! 

Use Ex-Lax 

IT WON’T CURE 
YOU BUT YOU’LL 
ArRAID TO COUCH 

Sherwood Pharmacy 

U >3 EAST MAIN 


V/e Hove Redd 

T h&t mom &i GTS- 

You Anew' whoi 
ycucon do wtih 
ihem. 


IN WHISKEY 

IT'S AGE.- 

iN CIGARETTES 
ITS TASTE... 

IN A RUMBLE 
SEAT ITS 
IMPOSSIBLE! 
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Woudenberg Pontiac 

744 WEST MAIN 


Variety Is The 
Spice Of Life 
And We Have lit 

INCLUDING 

TTtkjT Me* Parlor Game 

'"Button* Button. 

Here Conte The Folks ■ 

SPROUSE-REITI 


117 WEST MAW 


DESHLERS 

Pharmacy 

UK, HIMTflT VL C -- 


Madison Avenue 

Must newspaper advertising is ;i^ eye¬ 
catching L?ntj idea-provoking as a worn- 
out brassiere i jci a mid die-aged woman. 
How come is because newspaper ad men 
are, apparently, sad men who htuw 
through Jite wishing they weren’t. Day 
in and out, year in and out, millennium in 
and out — nothing, man. Like nothing, you 
know ? 

Rxccpt iti Mesa, Arizona, w here, one 
issue ,l year, the hucksters Icl down their 
mats and copy and realty blow, man. Like 
blow, you know? 

So here's a couple of tlie Cuizrlie's ails 
for your peeps. Corn? Hell yes, Bm 
wouldn't it be real line to hear the hell 
in the A. and iM., slide out, stumble out 
on the pad’s stoop, pick up the doily and 
scan tins kind nf huckstering with your 
ham and? 
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tiger's den 



ft was in Paris that a famous surgeon 
excused himself for being 3ate to a dinner 
party by saving he bad had to remain at 
the hospital to amputate a man's penis, 
With great concern 3ns hostess asked, 
"DhJ you have to saw through tFic bone?’ 1 

Whereupon ail t3ie guests rose and 
bowed reverently to her husband. 

Henri Beauchamp 


A very suggestible Wisconsin dairy 
farmer watched bis new electric milking 
machine with fascination for some weeks. 
At length lie decided to satisfy his curi¬ 
osity as to how the machine would serve 
as a safe and sanitary Jnve object. Once 
the experiment was begun he found that 
he was unable to extricate liimself. When 
his wife phoned the factory, .she was told, 
"Just keep feeding him and fanning him, 
lady; that machine is set for four quarts,'' 

Henri Beauchamp 


The readier called on each of the stu. 
dents to go to the black board and draw 
something that would cause confusion. 

The teacher walked over to little John¬ 
ny and asked what lie had drawn, and 
Johnny replied, "That's a period," Of 
course the teacher asked how a period 
would cause confusion, 

Johnny replied, "'Well, my sister hasn't 
had one in three months, and if you want 
to see confusion just come to my house," 

AI Kaufman 


One afternoon two little playboys were 
standing on a bridge watciting a small 
boat carry groups of people from the 
mainland to a small island and back again. 
Finally after having watched this entire 
procedure four different times, one little 
playboy inquired of his companion as to 
just what kind of a boat it was that they 
had been watching. His friend replied, 
"Why, man, that's a ferry boat." To this 
flic other remarked, in a somewhat awe¬ 
stricken voice, ’Gee, I knew we were or¬ 
ganised, hut hell, 1 didn't know we had 
a navy. 1 ' 

Gurnard Nelson 


A young girl had been working for a 
wealthy man for sometime, One day sJic 
told her father she was expecting the 
stoik and her employer was the father, 
Her enraged father went to her office 
and gave the boss what for. and wanted 
to know what be was going to do. 

The boss replied, "J tell you what, if 
ft’s a girl I will give her $5,000; and if 
it’s a boy I'll give her SlO.ODti." 

Her father thought a few moments and 
then said, "hay, mister, if anything hap¬ 
pens, will you give her another chance?" 

Mrs. Charles Davis 


The Lone Ranger and Tonto were rid- 
iiig out West when all of a sudden they 
saw Jive thousand Indians in front of 
them. They turned around to ride hack 
and there was another Jive thousand. They 
turned to their right; the same tiling. And 
to the left, the same thing, The Lone 
Ranger hastily inquired. "What shall we 
do, Tonto?" And Tonto turned to him 
and calmly replied, "What do you mean 
rn 1 . white man?" 

Michael Stankowitz 



A man went into a drug store and asked 
the salesman for a one pound and a live 
pound box of candy. The salesman 
thought it was odd and asked him why he 
wanted two boxes, one one-pound and the 
other five-pound. 

"I am going to visit iriy girl friend,” the 
man replied. "And if she is good to me, 
I’ll give her the one pound box. If she is 
extra good. I’ll give her the five pound 
box" 

The salesman then said, "Oh, you'll be 
needing some rubbers then." 

The man replied, "3 Eel! jlo, if it's going 
to rain I'm not going," 

Gerald Maxfield 
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Yes, it's true. Tin eei does pay SYtHI for 
each joke used. None can be returned, 
Send to Tiber's Den, 62-f South Michigan, 
Chicago. 


There was a little tree in the forest who 
was Iauutied at a31 1 3i C tirme. One <3 a V 1 tie 
lit lie tree turned to a large and very old 
oak next to him anti asked, ’(.mild you 
tell me whether 1 am a son of a beech or 
a son of a birch? 

The ik said in a resounding voice, 
"I'm truly sorry that 3 cannot tell you 
whether you are a son of a beech nr a 
birch; but there is one thing ! can tell you. 
Your riot her was the tinest piece of ash in 
this neck of the woods.' 

Ron Harman 



Lord Waned I ( retired j lived on the out¬ 
skirts of London in an old castle with sep¬ 
arate bedrooms and it11 that sort ol thing, 
don delta know 

One morning as he started for his 
hawth, his valet was SLarllcd to see Lord 
Wat tel I in a manly condition which ae 
hadn’t noticed in several months. 

"I say, your Lord ship,," 1 he exclaimed, 
"shall 1 summon JieL' Ladyship? 

"Definitely not!" replied his Lordship. 
"Just fetch a baggy pair nf pants. I'm 
going to smuggle (hh into London. 

Dan Icy Kraemer 


The Romance of Re* 

a tax. t ut- a t-rrmiBrinn imdw.in' i j up 

A farmer’s dog came into town. 

His Christian name was Res, 

A noble pedigree had he 
Unusual was his test. 

And as he trotted down the street 
TVjts beautiful to see 
His work on every corner— 

His work on every tiee. 

l ie watered every gateway loo, 

A ltd never missed a post 
For piddling was his specialty 
And piddling was his boast. 

The Citv Curs looked on amazed 
With deep and jealous rage 
To sec a simple country dog 
The piddle of the age. 

Then all rht dogs from everywhere 
Were summoned with a yell. 

To ssiiff the country stranger o’er 
And judge him by the smell 
Some thought that he a king might he 
Beneath his Lai! a rose. 

So every dog drew near to him 
And soil fed it Up his nose. 

They -smelled him over one by one 
They smelled him two by two 
And noble Rex. in high disdain, 

Stood .still till they were thru. 

Then just to show the whole shebang 
He didn't give a damn 
He trotted in a grocery store 
And piddled on a ham. 

13c piddled in A mackerel keg — 

He piddled on the floor. 

And when Lhe grocer kicked him out 
31c piddled through the door. 

Behind him all the city dogs 
Lined up with instinct true 
To start .i piddling carnival 
And sec Lhe stranger through. 


Tlicy showed him every piddling post 
They had in all the town. 

And started iit with many a wink 
to pee the stranger down. 

They sent for champion piddlers 
Who we re always on the go. 

Who sometimes did ,.i piddling stunt 
Or gave a piddle show. 

They .sprung Lbcse on him suddenly 
When midway in the town; 

Rex only smiled and polished off 
The ablest, white or brown. 

For Rex was with them every trick 
With vigor And with vim 

A thousand piddles more or less 
Were all the same to him. 


So he was wetting merrily 
With hind leg kicking high. 

When most were hoisting legs in bluff 
And piddling mighty dry. 

On and on, Rc-x sought new grounds 
By piles and scraps and rust. 

Till every city dog went dry 
And piddled only dust. 

But on and on went noble Rex 
As wet as Any rill. 

And all the champion city pups 
Were pec'd to a stands tii 
Then Rex did free-hand piddling 
With fancy ilinx ,-md flits 
Like- "double dip" and "gimlet twist" 
And all those latest hiis. 

And all the- time this country dug 
Did never w ink or grin, 

But piddled blithely nut of town 
As lie had piddled in. 

The citv dogs conventions held 
To ask. "WhAt did defeat us?" 

But no one ever put them w ise 
That Rex had diabetes. 
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How Big Business Operates 



Readers of Fortune and Bn finest Week 
are familiar with the success story of the 
Ehj. 5 incss exec/tihr. but how many n't re in- 
formed on the business executive's jcc- 
retary, the real brains of arty outfit? 


We firmly believe that every executive 
secretary reflects, thy ei fly, Lbe products 
anil theories of her firm. As an example, 
we are opening up a secret file ot a very 
confidential business deal . . . . . sssb! 


PROJECT: Creation 
Balloon Corps 
CLASSIFICATION: 
Secret 

PRIORITY: A-J Plus 


of Underground 


Absolutely Tap 


This i.H Renee Lavelle, executive 

Secretary of the National Balloon Corp. 
Her boss makes balloons, any kind. You 
sec her looking at an experimental model 
and covering Top Secret Data. Yes, Miss 
Lave tie is indeed an excellent secretary, 
Only R years with her comp any and al¬ 
ready she can type 18 words per minute) 
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And this is Miss Zahrti Narhro (Miss 
Sweden) who is a confidential A^ent of 
the U.S. Counter Intelligence Corps, 
Stockholm office, It is rumored float slit is 
personally responsible to Mr r Dulles for 
till her actions. (Max Dulles, that is,) 
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And this is Miss Gumiar Gustafson 
(also a former Miss Sweden), who must 
fill out all requisition forms of the 
Swedish Gas Company, who fiit the h,i[ 
loons. New ti) Hi^ Rusiness, Miss Gustaf¬ 
son is therefore stiLJ feeling her way 
around. 
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We were, of course, interested in find' 
ing out if the girls were piaced in their 
present positions because of their per¬ 
sonal appearances. Unfortunately Mr. A. 
Stevenson, newly chosen head of the 
Project, was occupied with his new file 
clerk. Miss Nona Van Tosh, and was not 
available for interrogation. 













A CLASSIC TIGER 


Benvenuto Cellini, 

a Nobleman of 


bh autobiography 


T 

J_HE t J l At;uii broken Out in Rome; 

and there came to that dtv it surgeon of 
die highest renown, who was called Maes¬ 
tri) Giacomo da Carpi, ■■ This able man. 
In the course of his other practice, under 
took rite most desperate cases of the so- 
called French disease. In Rome this kind 
of illness is very partial to the priests, 
and especially the richest of them. When 
therefore. Maestro Giacomo had made 
his talents known, he professed to work 
miracles in the treatment of such casts 
by means of certain fumigations; but he 
only undertook a cure after stipulating 
for his fees, which he reckoned not by 
tens, but by hundreds of crowns. He 
was a great connoisseur in the arts of 
design. Chancing to pass one day before 
my shop, lie saw a Jot of drawings which 
1 had laid upon the counter, and among 
these were several designs for lit lie vasts 
in a capricious style, which I had sketched 
for my amusement. These vases were in 
quite a different fashion from any which 
had been seen up to that time. He was 
anxious that 1 should finish one or two 
of them for him in silver; and this I did 
with the fullest satisfaction, seeing ihev 
exactly suited my own fancy. The clever 
surgeon paid me very well, and yet the 
honor which the vases brought me was 
worth a hundred times as much; lor the 
best craftsmen in the goldsmith's trade 
declared they had never seen anything 
more beautiful or better executed. 

The plague went dragging on for many 
months, but I had as yet managed to 

^Giacomo da Carpi was a great physician, 
surgeon and student of anatomy. He is 
believed to have been the hrst In use mer¬ 
cury to cure syphilis, a disease which was 
devastating Italy. 
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keep it at hay; for though several of my 
Comrades were dead, 1 survived in health 
and freedom. Mow ii chanced one eve¬ 
ning that a intimate comrade of mine 
brought home to supper a Bolognese pms- 
lit ute named Faustina. She was a very 
tine woman, hut about thirty years of 
age; and she had with tier a Little serv¬ 
ing-girl of thirteen or fourteen. Faustina 
belonging to my friend, I would not have 
touched tier for all tht gold in the world; 
and though she declared she was madly 
in love with me, 1 remained steadfast in 
any loyalty. Rut after they had gone to 
bed, I stole away tHe little serviog-girl, 
who was cguire a fresh maid, and woe to 
her if Lier mistress had known of it! The 
result was Hiat [ enjoyed a very pleasant 
night, far more to my satisfaction than 
if I had passed it with Faustina. 1 rose 
upon the hour of breaking fast, and felt 
tiled, tor I had travelled many miles that 
night, and was wanting to Lake food, 
when a crushing headache seized me; 
several boils appeared on my left arm, 
together with a carbuncle which showed 
itself just beyond the palm of tire left 
hand where it joins the wrist. Everybody 
in the house was in panic; my friend, the 
cow and Lbe calf, all lied. Left alone 
there with my p<w?r little apprentice, who 
refused to abandon roe, i felt stifled at 
the heart, and made up my mind for 
certain I was a dead man. 

Just then the father of the lad went 
by, who was physician to the Cardinal 
and lived as member of the prelate's 
household. The boy called out, "Come, 
father, and sec- Benvenuto; he is in bed 
with some trifling indisposition." Wit li¬ 
mit thinking what my complaint might 
be, the doctor came up at once, and 


Florence 


when he had felt my pulse, lie saw and 
fell svhat was very contrary to his own 
wishes. Turning around to his sun, he 
said, "Oh traitor of a child, you've mined 
me; how can T venture now into the 
Cardinal's presence?" 11 is son made an¬ 
swer. "Why, father, ill is mao my master 
is worth far more than all the cardinals 
in Rome." Then the doctor turned to me 
and said, "Since 1 am here, I will con¬ 
sent to treat you. But of one thing only 
I warn you, if you have enjoyed a woman 
of late, you are doomed. 1 " To this 1 re¬ 
plied, "I did so this very night." He 
answered, "With whom, and to what ex¬ 
tent? " 3 said, "Last night, and with a 
girl in her earliest maturity." Upon this, 
perceiving that be had Spoke foolishly, 
he made haste to add, "Well, considering 
the sores are so new, and have not yet 
begun to stink, and thar the remedies will 
be taken in time, you oeed not be too 
much afraid, for I have good hopes for 
curing you." 

When he had prescribed lor me and 
gone away, a very dear friend of mine, 
called Giovanni Rigogli, came in,, and 
fell to commiserating my great suffering 
and also my desertion by rny comrade, 
and said, "Be of good cheer, my Ben¬ 
venuto. for I will never leave your side 
until l see you restored to health." E told 
him not to come too close, since it was 
all over wiih me. Only 3 besought him to 
be so kind as to take a considerable quan¬ 
tity of crowns, which were lying In a 
little box near my bed, anti when God 
Eiad thought lit to remove me from this 
world, to send them to my poor fatEier, 
writing pleasantly to him, in the way 1 
too 3tad done, so far as that appalling 
season of the plague permitted- My be- 
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So devastating was he that husbands 
forbade their wives to cast looks in his 
direction* But it teas of no use, for he 
stilt managed to sire half of Europe* s 
royalty while his sword cut down irate 
h us hands by the pound. 


laved friend el Gc In re lJ I hut tie had no in¬ 
tention whatsoever of leaving me, and 
that conic what might, Jrs Jitc nr death, 
tie knew very well what was hi5 duty 
toward a friend. And so we went on Eiv 
cite help of God; and the admirable reme¬ 
dies which I had used began to work 
a greaL improvement, and E soon came 
well out of that dreadful sickness. 


wtij'jv TEit: PLAGt’IS had died out, the 
survivors, when they met together alive, 
rejoiced with much delight in one an¬ 
other's company, "t his led to the forma¬ 
tion of a dub of painters, sculptors, and 
goldsmiths, the best that were in Rome; 
and the founder of it was that sculptor 
with the name of Michel Agnolo, 

After many and many merry meetings, 
it seemed gum) to our worthy president 
t hat for the following Sunday we should 
repair to supper in his house, and that 
each one of us should he obliged to tiring 
with him his erow ( such was the the 
nickname Michel Agnolo gave to women 
in Lhe dub), and that whosoever did not 
bring one should he sconced by paying 
for the supper of the whole company. 
Those of us who had no familiarity with 
women of the town, were forced to go to 
no small trouble and expense, in order to 
appear without disgrace at that distin¬ 
guished feast of artists, f had reckoned 
upon being well provided with a young 
woman of considerable beauty, called 
Prmtasilea, whn was very much in Eovc 
with me; but I was obliged to- give her 
up to one of my dearest friends, ll 
Hachiacca, who on his side had been, and 
still was, over head and ears in love with 
her. This exchange excited a certain 
amount of lover's anger, because the lady. 


seeing I had abandoned her at Bachiatca $ 
first entreaty, imagined that 1 held in 
slight esteem the great affection which 
she bore me. 

Well, then, the hour was drawing nigh 
when we had to present nut selves be¬ 
fore that company of men of genius, 
each with his own crow; and I was still 
unprovided: and yet f thought it would 
be stupid to fail of such a madcap baga¬ 
telle; but what particularly weighed upon 
my mind was that ! did not choose to 
tend the light of my countenance in that 
illustrious sphere to some miserable 
plume- plucked scarecrow. All these con¬ 
sul e tat ions made me devise a pleasant 
trick, fur the increase of merriment and 
the diffusion of mirth in our society. 

1 sent for a stripling of sixteen years, 
svho lived in the next house to Mufti; tie 
was the son of a Spanish coppersmith. 
This young man gave his time to Latin 
studies, and was very diligent in their 
pursuit. He bare the name of Diego, had 


a handsome figure, and n complexion of 
marvelous brilliancy; the outlines of his 
head anti face were far more beautiful 
than those of the antique Antmous; 1 
had often copied them, gaining thereby 
much honour from the works in which 
I used them. The youth had no acquaint¬ 
ances, and therefore quite unknown; 
dressed very ili and negligently; all his 
affections being set upon those wonderful 
studies of his. After bringing him to my 
house, E begged him to let cue array him 
in the woman’s clothes which 1 had caused 
tn he latd our. 

He readily complied, and put them on 
at once, while I added new beauties to 
the beauty of Ids face by the elaborate 
,i nd studied way in which I dressed his 
hair. Ip. his ears I placed two little tings, 
set with two large and fair pearls; the 
rings were broken; they only clipped his 
cars, which looked as though they had 
been pierced. Afterwards E wreathed his 
[tortfluffed or nrxi 
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throat with chains of gold and ridt 
jewels,, and ornamented his fair hands 
with rings:. Then I took him in ;l p tea Sunt 
manner by one ear, and drev turn be¬ 
fore a great looking-glass. The fad, when 
he beheid himself, tried out with a burnt 
nf enthusiasm: 'Heavens! is that Diego?" 
T said: 'Thai is Diego, from whom until 
this day [ never asked for any kind of 
favor; hut now t only beseech Diego to 
do me pleasure in one harmless tiling: 3 
want him to tome in those very clothes 
to supper with rhe company of artists 
whereof he has often heard me speak." 
TJse young man hem his eyes to the 
ground, and stood for a short while in 
silence. Then with a sudden move he 
lifted up his face and said: "With Ben¬ 
venuto f wi[| go; ami let us stan." 

r wrapped mJS head in a large kind of 
napkin, which is called in Rome :i sum¬ 
mer-doth; anti when we readied the place 
Of meeting, the Company had already 
assembled, anti everybody came forward 
to greet me. Michel Agnolo had placed 
himself between Giulio anti GtOVqn h'ran- 
cesco. I lifted the veil from the head of 
my beauty; and then Michel Agnolo, who. 
as I have already said, was the most 
humorous and amusing fellow in the 
w o r I d, la id J i tS ! Wt ) li a mjs, 1 he o ne on 
GiuliuT and the other on Gian Fran¬ 
cesco's shoulders, anti pulling them with 
ail his force, made them how down, while 
he, thii his knees upon die door, cried 
out for mercy, and called to alt cite folk 
in words like these: "Behold yt of what 
sort are the angels of paradise! E : or 


though they are called angels, here shall 
ye see that they arc not all of the male 
gender, ’ Then with a loud voice fie 
added: 

"ANGEL BEAUTEOUS, ANGEL BEST, 
SAVE ME THOU, MAKE THOU ME 
BLEST." 

Upon tliis my charming creature 
laughed, and lifted the right hand and 
gave him a papal benediction with manv 
pleasant words to hoot. So Michel Agnolo 
shun! up, and said it was the custom to 
kiss the feet of the hope and rhe checks 
of angels; arid having done the latter in 
Diego, the hoy blushed deeply, which mi- 
mensely enhanced his beauty. 

When this reception was over, we 
found the whole room ft!11 of sonnets, 
which every man of us had made, and 
sent to Michel Agnolo, My lad began 
to read them, and read them all aloud 
aci gracefully, that his infinite charms were 
heightened beyond the powers of language 
to describe. Then followed conversation 
and witty sayings, tin which ] will not 
enlarge; only one clever word must be 
mentioned, fm it was spoken hi that ad¬ 
mirable painter Giulio, who, looking 
round with meaning in his eyes on the 
bystanders, and hieing them particularly 
upon the women, turned to Michd Agnolo 
and said: "My dear Michel Agnolo, your 
nickname of crow very well suits those 
tatlies today, though I vow they ire some¬ 
what less fair than crows hv tilt side of 
one of the most lovely peacocks which 
fancy could have painted." 

A certain Aurdio AscoJano, remark¬ 


able lor his gift as nn improvisatory poet, 
began to extol the women in choice 
phrases of exquisite compliment. White 
he was chanting, the two girls who had 
my beauty between them never left orf 
chattering. One of them related had she 
had gone wrong; the other asked mine 
how it had happened with her, and who 
were her friends, and how Jong she had 
been settled in Rome, and many other 
questions of the kind. It is true that, if 1 
chose to describe such laughable episodes, 
I could relate several odd things which 
then occurred through Pant as flea's jeal¬ 
ousy on my account; hut since they form 
no part of cry design, 1 pass them briefly 
over. Ai last the conversation of those 
loose women vested my beauty, whom 
wt Fuel! christened Pomona for the nonce; 
and Pomona, wanting to escape from 
their silly talk, turned restlessly upon bet 
chair, hrsr to one si sic and then to the 
other. The female brought by Giulio 
asked whether she felt indisposed. Po¬ 
mona a ei s we red. yes, she thought she was 
a month or so with child; this gave them 
the opportunity ni feeling her body .uul 
discovering the real stx of the supposed 
woman. Thereupon they quickly with¬ 
drew their hands and rose from table, 
uciering such gibing words as are com¬ 
monly addressed to young mc-Ei nf emi¬ 
nent beauty. 

The whole room rang with laughter 
nind astonish mem. Thus ended t! at most 
agree it hie supper-party, and each of us 
relumed to bis own. dwelling al the clone 
of the day. 

] Fl.-VVJi TO 1. 1 1 the story of the artists’ 
chib, and oJ the farcical adventures which 
happened owing to tile woman whom 3 
mention, Pantasika. the one wJm felt fur 
me that false and lulsome love, She was 
furiously enraged because of Lhe pleasant 
trick by which 1 brought Diego In our 
banquet, and site swore to lie revenged on 
me. 1-low she did so is mixed up with rite 
history of u young man called Luigi Pulci, 
who had recently come to Rome. Me was 
the son of one of the Pulcis who bait 
been beheaded for incest with his daugh¬ 
ter; and the youth possessed extraordi 
nary gifts for poetry together with sound 
La t i u selloi a.rsh i p; be w 11 ire wel I „ w r a s 
giaceful in manners, and of surprising 
personal beauty; he had pusi left itie serv¬ 
ice of some bishop, whose name T do 
tin! remember, anil was thoroughly tainted 
with a very foul disease. 

He came, in this miserable plight, to 
make himself known to me, beseeching 
cue lnr Grid's sake to help him, J took 
him into my house, and hail him medically 
treated in such wise that, being but a 
youth, be soon regained his health. The 
resuit was that Luigi, recognizing the 
great henelits he had received from me, 
oftentimes with words anil tears returned 
rue thanks, protesting that if God should 
ever put good fortune in his way, he 
would recompense me for my kindness. 

Thus then it came to pass, that when 
I had upon a certain evening invited that 
woman Panrasilea to supper, and had 
assembled a company of men of parts who 
were my friends, just at the moment nf 
our sitting down to table. Luigi Pulci 
arrived, anil after some complimentary 
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speeches, they both remained Ns SUp with 
u.S. Tilt shameless. strumpet. Lasting Jwr 
eyes upon the young mini's beauty, began 
at once to lay her aids for him; perceiv¬ 
ing which, when the supper hid enne to 
an agreeable end, I look Luigi aside, and 
conjured him, by the benefits he staid he 
owed me, lo have nothing whatever to 
do with her. To this he answered: "Good 
heaven, Benvenutof do you then take me 
for a madman?” 

It came to pass one Sunday evening 
that we were invited to sup together 
with the Sienese sculptor, Michel Agnolo, 
and the time of the year was summer. 
Bachiaeca, of whom I have already spo¬ 
ken, was present at the party; and tic 
bad brought with him his old flame, 
Pantasiiea. When we were at table, she 
sat between me and Bacbiacca; hut in (lie 
very middle of the banquet she mse, and 
excused herself upon the pretext uf a 
natural lleed, saying she would Speedily 
return. We. meanwhile, continued talk¬ 
ing very agreeably find supping; but she 
remained an unaccountably long Lime ab¬ 
sent, It chanced that, keeping my tars 
open, i fherngiu 1 heard a start of sub¬ 
dued tittering in the street below. 3 bad 
:■ knife in hand, which 3 was using for my 
service at the table. The window was 
so close to where [ sat. that, by merely 
si sing, i could see Luigi in the street, 
together wiib Pantasiiea; and T heard 
Luigi saying; "Oh, it that devil Benvenuto 
only saw us, shouldn't we just catch if! 
She answered: "Have no fear; only listen 
in die noise they're making; we are the 
last thing they're thinking of." At these 
words, having made them both well nut, 
r leaped from the window, and took 
l.uigi by the Cape; and certainty f should 
then have killed him with the knife i 
held, hut that he was riding a white 
burse, to which be clapped spurs, leaving 
bis cape in my grasp, in order to preserve 
bis hfc. 

Pantasiiea took to her heels in the direc¬ 
tion of a neighboring church. I tie com¬ 
pany at supper rose immediately, and 
came down, entreating me in a body tn 
refrain from putting myself and them 
tn inconvenience for a strumpet- 1 told, 
them that l should not have let myself 
he moved on her account, but that t was 
bent on punishing the infamous young 
man, who showed, bow- tittle tie regarded 
me. Accordingly 3 took my sword, ,md 
went alone toward home. 

Toward two hours after sunset, 1 
walked toward Pantasiiea's bulging, with 
the intention, if Luigi PuUi were there, 
of doing something to ibe discontent of 
both. When I heard and saw no one 
hut a poor servant-girl called (.anida was 
in the house, I hid myself hy a thick 
hedge of thorns. 

After keeping watch awhile there, my 
friend Bacbiacca crept up to me. In a 
low voice he called out to me, Friend, 
3 entreat you not tn injure that poor girl: 
she at least has erred in no wise in this 
matter — no, not at all." When [ heard 
what lit was saying, I replied, "If you 
don't take yourself off now, at tins first 
word [ utter, i will bring my sword here 
down upon your head." 

Overwhelmed with fright, my poor 
Bacbiacca was suddenly taken ill, and 


withdrew to ease himself apart; indeed, 
he could not but obey the call. There was 
□ glorious heavers ut stars, which shed 
good light tn see hy. 

All of a sudden I was aware of the 
noise of many horses; they were coming 
toward me from one side and the other. 
It turned out to be Luigi and Pantasiiea, 
attended hy a certain Messer Benvcgnato 
of Perugia, who was chamberlain to Pope 
Clement, and followed by four doughty 
captains of Perugia, with some other 
valiant soldiers in the flower ut youth; 
altogether reckoned, there were more clian 
twelve swords. When 1 understood the 
matter, and saw not how to fly, I did my 
best tii crouch into the hedge. Bm the 
thorns pricked and Eiurt me, goading me 
tn madness like a bull; and I had half 
(csolvcd to sake a leap and hazard my 
escape, just then Luigi, with Ids arm 
n iu ud Pant as i lea s neck, w a s he a rr I cry¬ 
ing, "3 must kiss you once again, if only 
to insult that traitor Benvenuto.' At that 
moment, annoyed as 3 washy the prickles, 
and irritated by the young man's words, 
E sprang fort]i, lifted my sword on high, 
and shouted at the- top of my voice. ’’You 
are all dead folk!" 

My blow descended on the shoulder of 
J.uigL; but the satyrs who doted on him, 
had steeled his person, round witli coats 
of mail and suchlike villainous defences; 
still the stroke fell with crushing force. 
Swerving aside, the sword tiir Pantasiiea 
full on the nose ami mouth, Both she 
.ind I.le i:-:i grovelled on the ground, while 
BaChiaeca. with his breeches down to 
heels, screamed out and ran away. 

I turned upon the others boldly with 
my sword; and those valiant fellows, near¬ 
ing a sudden commotion in the tavern, 
thought rite re was an army coming of a 
hundred men, and though they drew their 
swords with spirit, yet two horses w liich 
had taken t right in the tumult cast them 
into such disorder that a couple of the best 
riders were thrown, and remainder took 
to flight. 1, seeing that the affair was 
turning nut well for une, ran as quickly 
as I could, and came off with honor from 
the engagement, not wishing to tempt 
fortune more than was inv doty. 


EVEih’TLIAU.Y, Mtcr some negotiations 
with the representatives nf the sc officers, 
we made peace. Meanwhile Luigi Pulri, 
having recovered from his wound, rode 
uverv day upon the black horse which 
was so well trained to heel and bridle. 
One day, after ir had rained a little, and 
lie was making his horse curvet just be¬ 
fore Pantasiiea's dour, he slipped and fell, 
with the horse upon him. His right leg 
was broken short off in the thigh; and 
afLer a few days he died there hi P ant a - 
si tea's lodgings,' discharging thus tire vow 
he registered so heartily to Heaven, 
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■Asn't: there j plate down at the edge 
of the deserL wlierc the original Jackass 
Mail Stage Station has beecj restored?" 
Roy asked- 

"Yes/' I replied, it's the Vailed to Stage 
Station." 

"That's it!" Hoy Sat up and pounded a 
heavy list on the arm of his chair, "I re¬ 
member now, Vatlecito is the name Gus 
told me! Do you know anything ;l bt.i u t 
itr 

"The place was a favorite resting spot 
for early day caravans crossing the desert 
from Ymmt, Arizona, to the Pacific Coast," 
I told him. "The stop was a parr of the 
great Butter field Overland Mail and Stage 
System about the time of the Civil War." 

"Is there a small creek rseaF the place?" 

"Not over a hundred yards away. The 
creek comes down out of the Laguna 
Mountains which rise from the floor of the 
desert on the south. It passes behind the 
Station, and sinks into the sandy Carriso 
Wash a short distance beyond,"” 

"There was- a fellow by tire name of 
Cus Johnson down at Nil .shop where ] 
work," Roy began. Last fall he took his 
girl friend down in the desert foothills. 
They left town before daylight, and drove 
to lliis old Stage Station, 

They took a trail that starts behind 
the Stage Station and heads up into the 
mountains/' 

■"One of the main Indian trails out of 
the desert." i broke in. "It goes up into 
their home country in the Laguna Mourn 
fains. You'll find it still plainly marked, 
and easy to follow." 

"Gu.s and his girl friend had gone sev¬ 
eral miles fallowing the- general direction 
of this old Indian trail when they came to 
a place where a nrc had recently burned 
off all tlie brush and weeds over a consid¬ 
erable area. It left the ground naked and 
blackened, and a great many rocks for¬ 
merly concealed now stood exposed. 
Among □ cluster of these rocks they found 
one of those vlhi water-pots that holds 
three or four gallons of water." 

"There has been several of ’em found 
down there." l told him. "The Indians 
kept them scattered along the trails com¬ 
ing out of tlie desert, it was tlie duty of 
the squaws to keep them filled with fresh 
water. 1 " 

"Then 3 suppose they found another 
one," 3 suggested, 

"They sure did," Roy said. "Cot so 
excited they began searching every cluster 
of rocks in this burned off area. 

Late that a f t e rn i jo rt th ey re a c bed 1 he 
edge of a wash with steep walled banks 
about thirty nr forty feet high, About 
chat time Cus spotted a small hole in the 
side of the hank opposite the place where 
they were standing, 
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story is true* The picture is the 
Stage Station* The map is correct. 


"After a treacherous climb he reached 
the hole. He discovered to his astonish* 
men! that iL was the entrance lo a small 
cave, the mouth of which long since had 
been scaled shut by human hands. Gus 
bad a flashlight in hit! pocket, and was 
able to peer into tins cavern. He could 
make out a room, Sitting cm the floor 
were maybe twenty srttd*. all apparently 
in perfect condition, each jar having a lid 
on it.” 

"What slid Gus do?" 1 demanded 
eagerlv. 

"Well!" continued Roy. "Gus said, 
tlie adobe mud used to plug (he opening 
was baked hard as stone. Jt was about all 
he Could do to hang on. Gus did manage 
to get his arm into the bole Llf enough to 
touch the nearest jar. Somehow he got 
the lid off. The pot was filled with pi non 
nuts." 


l Phioti n//t.c? ff f shouted. 

"What's wrong with pinon nuts?" de¬ 
manded Roy. 

"Nothing," I told him. "Finish your 
Story, Then I'm going to tell you one. 

"There's not much more to tell," Roy 
answered. "By this time it was getting 
late. Mentally marking the location in 
the it minds, tliey resolved to return as 
soon as possible, h ringing a pick and 
shovel. Lius told me all about it the next 
day during our lunch hour," 

"And I suppose when they got back 
they were unable to find the place again?" 
1 smiled knowingly. 

"Jt was worse than that," Roy said. 
"Gus was killed in an automobile accident 
a few days later. His girl friend quit hei 
job, and went back east to Iter folks." 

Roy paused and grinned broadly at me. 
"Think of u! Over a dozen ofhf*. worth 
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a hundred bucks apiece, just salting in that 
cave wailing for somebttdy like os to come 
along.'' 

’ Tm thinking of it, all right," T replied 
seriously "Also, I ni thinking of ;s story 
a Uguna Indian told me several years 
ago. ' 

"What do you mean?" Roy asked. 

'Tver hear of Joaquin Murietaf I 
asked them. 

"The Mexican bandit?” Roy said- 3 he 
fallow who caused so much trouble up in 
the Motlico Lode Country during tile gold 
rush days? Sure! Tvc heard of him. 

"That's the fellow," [ replied. "Can't 
blame him much for hating the American 
miners. They had unjustly hanged his 
brother for horse Stealing. Then a short 
time later a drunken gang hr utally assault¬ 
ed and murdered his wife, Like most 
people of Ills type be didn't confine liis 
vengeance to the guilty, but killed all 
Americans who got in his path." 

"As legend goes Muriel.a had a hide¬ 
out in Calaveras County, near the town of 
Murphy's, He bad captured many pounds 
of gold and Other loot from I he milters. 
T his siulf was cached in ihe nearby hills. ' 

' It seems whenever Murieta took his 
gang on one of ilich raids, he left a couple 
of men behind to guard die c.imp. Two 
scheming fellows knew they didn't dare 
amuse suspicion by asking for the job. It 
was usually an unwanted task, and divid¬ 
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ed or passed around among tine men. So 
they patiently waited until it was their 
turn, arid both of them selected by Muri- 
eta. 

"As soon as the raiding party left camp, 
they rohbed the cache, loaded the loot on 
a couple of mules, and departed. Murk 
cu..i followed them as far as Southern 
California, but they had a good start and 
were successful in gening away. 

"About twenty miles below the Vu I li¬ 
cit o Stage Station the outlaws made a 
fatal mistake. They showed poor judg¬ 
ment by taking a few shots at a party or 
Laguna Indians coming up out of the des¬ 
ert ' As far as [ know, their bones arc still 
down there in Lhe Carrisn Wash. 

"The Indians divided the jewelry a ml 
other trinkets, but they had no use for¬ 
al] that gold. So. shortly .liter leaving 
the Va I led to Valley am! starling up ibis 
trail you mentioned, they decided to get 
rid of ihe stuff, 'The Indians bad a cue 
part way up the side of (lie mountain 
where they kept a supply of water stored 
in ottftXi They placet! this gold in sonic of 
those jars, covered the top with piium 
nuts, then sealed up the mouth of the 
cave. In lime the location of the place 
became forgotten, became a legend told 
around their camp-lires. As far .-.s E know, 
those off dS li 'led with Muriel a's gold have 
lie ve r been fou n d. 

E Eiroke off suddenly to look at Roy and 
May who sat staring at me in stunned 
amazement. Here indeed was a lost ireas 
lire worth going atECr. 

"Knowing V Iial. SOU and Roy do about 
this cave—" began May eagerly. 

"3 can't go now." I replied. But some 
day soon we'll go down there and look 
around," 

And that's where 1 made my mistake. 
That "some day soon" just never seemed 
Lli arrive. The weeks slipped into months, 
then years. 

Later, f did manage to get dov. n to the 
Vallccitn Si age Station w ith a party of 
friends on a weeks outing. While iliert 
T rud the Forest Ranger of the District. 
He pointed out til rue Lhe pa lit along the 
hast of the mountains made by iEk fire 
Gus had told about. Brush grows slowly 
on the desert, and the scar of that hre 
was still plainly visible from the Station. 

Tlits was in the early Summer. It gets 
mighty hot in those hills during ibe sum¬ 
mer. 1 couldn’t leave my friends and go 
hiking off bv myself in search of a small 
hole in rhe" bank of a sweltering wash 
some place a half dozen milts up in those 
barren foothills. Now T cant go. My 
health won't permit me to attempt such 
a search. The same can be said about 
Roy. For us the time nf opportunity has 
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{.i-Bntifitted from f?i\g i Bj 
gllOSmith A. T r Baxter’s shop in Eialti 
more, Maryland, 

Paying Baxter was a bad idea, thought 
Pearson and Cult, so they entered into a 
contract directly, in June/ Pearson agreed 
to work for Coit for weekly wages, "Ten 
dollars per week, Ten hours in each day 
(Sundays excepted)/' That way the work 
cost Sam less, and Pearson made more, 
Sam set the gunsmith it]? in Eds own shop, 
which Sam, with a lint business sense, 
arranged that Pearson should rent from 
Sam’s brother John, then living in Balti¬ 
more, 


Pearson was a metalworker and stuck* 
maker of great skill. Born in Nottingham, 
England, about 1803, he worked in his 
boyhood as ao apprentice to a clock maker, 
l ie developed into a precision machinist, 
In those days ''precision work" meant on 
the order of 1/6-1", but examples of Eiis 
handiwork prove Pearson was a very 
competent man. 

I hrnugh the next two years, Pearson 
worked for Colt. Sam toured the Settled 
parts of the United Stares giving his 
laughing gas lectures, acid Pearson stayed 
m Baltimore chopping out guns, This 
was simv, tedious work. Colt would spend 
an elated evening sketching out a modifi¬ 
cation or new idea in a revolver principle. 
Then Pearson would take the Hat paper 
and convert it into a three-dimensional 
firearm that worked. No ordinary man, 
Pearson showed the degree of talent which 
was equivalent to inventing. In writing 
directions to his agent to relay to Pearson, 
Colt said "telE him to exercise the best of 
his judgement in putting the lock (mech¬ 
anism of the revolver) together/ 1 And 
later, Pearson heatedly wrote to Sam 
about some wage contract change. He de¬ 
clared: "I may wotk alt day and study 
all night fur to improve your work, for 
which you offer me $1.50 each day." Pear¬ 
son was taking Colt's sketches and wild 
ideas, acid making guns to conform to 
them. The existing models show' this. 

When Colt's first company began busi¬ 
ness in March of I8.?(?, he had no further 
use for his Baltimore gunsmith. Indeed, 
Pearson had been dunning Sam for some 
back wages, and threatened to stop his 
work if Cult did not pay. Wisely, Colt 
kicked through with the money, Several 
advanced designs of pistols in his collec¬ 
tion, done by Pearson but clearly unfin¬ 
ished, proved how wise Colt was. Since 
he had obtained patents in England, 
France and tfie U.S., and was finally in 
business making guns, Colt wanted no in¬ 
terference, He paid Pearson in full. 

Pearson then dropped from the story,. 
Strangely, he seems not to have practiced 
bis profession of gunmaker, since his name 
does not appear in any lists of gunmakers. 
Firearms made by him arc unknown, al¬ 
though it is definitely known that he later 
engaged In gunsmithing. 

* 


ATTACK! 

{ COtitinued fra m png? 2 i ] 

overheard. 'Forget it,' I said- ’There's 
probably not a soldier in your army who 


doesn't want to go home now r anil get 
some rest.' 

"it was about the middle of the after, 
noon when the trouble started, King 
Siindar came up then, on the biggest war- 
elephant in his army, with a picked royal 
bodyguard. As soon as J saw that body¬ 
guard, I knew we were in for a difficult 
time. The Major led a party out to meet 
them; some were mother-naked, some 
were half-chid, one or two were still in 
full uniform, 

"The royal bodyguard tore into them 
with swords and speais. Despite their 
offers of copulation, Ncdara's force was 
cur to pieces. When I saw her go down 
before a grinning, painted 1 thy an I real¬ 
ized that King Sand a r Eiad thrown a 
troop of homosexuals at us, 

We had a trick or two under our tunic 
yet. I didn't know about this myself; 
it was apparently a well-kept secret 
among the High Command, But the mid¬ 
dle of our line opened up, and out rushed 
a troop of fat, shining boys] 1 " 

"Most of them weren't Astartians, of 
course; our sexual mores have nothing 
against homosexuality, but the prevailing 
mitral atmosphere Is so congenial to 
heterosexuality that its opposite never tie - 
velops However, the High Command had 
heard of the Ithyan Royal Bodyguard, and 
had recruited some hoys of twelve through 
sixteen from the Hill-Men. They were 
trained and led by a few- A start ran homo¬ 
sexuals, and sent against the Ithyans, 

"The Stratagem worked perfectly. Soon 
the royal guard was engaged in Hattie 
and disarmed, like all the rest. When 
he saw tEiis, King Sandar lea pet! down 
from his war-carriage. 

"I was busy -with four or five Jthyans, 
and since we were nearest, be came rush¬ 
ing over to us with drawn sword, order¬ 
ing Eiis men tu stop futtering us and start 
killing us. The Ithyan soldiers were either 
too bred to obey, or more intent on 
coupling than killing, so they paid no 
attention. 

" 'Cowards! Lechers!' he shouted- 'Stop 
this Eusr ful ness! Onward, to victory and 
glory J' When he saw that this got no 
results, he ran one of the Ithyans through 
with hi.s sword. 1 3c then grabbed me, and 
probably would have lopped my head 
off, if one of his own men hadn't crushed 
his skull with a mace. 

"Well, by the end of che day most of 
the action was over. A few of the more 
vigorous Ithyans still had to he put down, 
but most of them were only too Milling 
to go home. 

"WEieo the last Ithyan had hcen dis¬ 
posed of, 1 went back to Durum and 
slept for sixteen hours, 

"That was the last time Asiarlia was 
ever invaded, and I guess there'll never 
be another. We keep up the army, of 
course, am| every girl gets her training, 
but there'll never he another battle like 
Durum/' 

"It's geuiog late/ 1 rioted the practical 
Chatham a. "Hadn’t we better be getting 
back r 

"We'll have to wait for Aian and the 
girl," said fftatilia, 

"Hmmmf" said Cbaehama. "I wondei 
if lie know that s3ic pi a ceil first in her 
cadet class last year/' * 
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BERNARD BENSON 

{continued from page 11 ] 

then he shuddercd, What if :t were dis¬ 
covered that he, a respectable citizen of 
Center Citv h was a Peeping Torn? lie lay 
awake for the rest of the night, tossing 
and turning. Only when the first crow of 
a rooster rose above his wife's labored, 
gutter:! I snoring did he think of something 
and relax: with a smile. 

at 9 ; 2 5 Bernard Bunson parked his 
Shiny black Caddie in the lot next to the 
bank and went to the front door, unlock¬ 
ing it. He stepped inside, raised the blinds 
and crossed to his mahogany desk. He 
was alone. Miss Temple would appear in 
a few minutes, he knew from experience. 
She would use her own key to enter, blow 
him a kiss and hurry to her cage. The 
otliers would file in soon thereafter. 

At 9:30 Bernard Sat impatiently at his 
desk* tapping the glass top with his letter 
opener, watching the door. It opened. 
Charley Wilson, chief teller, nm Miss 
Temple, entered. "Hi, Ross!" Charley 
called. "Say, you look heat! Have a had 
night?" 

Irritated, Bernard thought of what his 
wife had said. 

"Stum a eh," he said sourly. " Foo mucii 

Squab, " 

Wilson moved to the rear of the hank 
to open tlie safe for the day's business, 
whistling distractedly. Bernard sat w a tell¬ 
ing Lite door, unable to get started on his 
mail. Then, as the hantis of the big bank 
dock moved to 9:12, the door Opened 
Miss Temple swept in. 

Bernard cleared his throat. He watched 
her swing across the lobby, her spiked 
heels clicking over the tiled floor, She 
moved with animal energy. Bernard 
thought, that tight, green dress doesn't 
belong in a teller's cage. He suddenly 
saw her without her dress, standing at flic 
window, breathing night air, 

"Hi there!" Miss Temple looked ravish¬ 
ing, radiant. "Guess I'm a little late—-I 
overslept. Say, you feel all right?" Amity 
Temple stopped in front of the hank vice 
president's desk. She leaned far over, so 
that Bernard had to close his eyes. She 
pEaced the moist palm of her hand on :iis 
forehead. He gasped, his nostrils aware 
of her strong perfume. 

"I —that is, ynur clock is twelve min¬ 
utes slow. Miss Temple," 

A.rnity Temple stepped hack and raised 
an eyebrow r . "Why Mister Benson!" she 
said, her voice- suggestively low. "Have 
you been peeking into my bedroom?" 

Benson paled, choked. "Why, no! Of 
course notl I only guessed that —" 

Miss Temple laughed. ’You sure are 
psychic, honey. But' let me get you some 
water. You're runnings fever!" 

"No, I'm tine," Bernard said thickly. 
"Just a touch of indigestion." 

Miss Temple crossed to the water cooler 
and came back with a lily cup half full 
of cool water. She held an aspirin tablet 
in her other hand. Bernard swallowed the 
aspirin. "Thank you," he mumbled. And 
forget about being late. " 

Later lie stole furtive glimpses of Miss 


Temple as she efficiently handled the line 
of customers at her window. He could 
see only from her waist up. but then that 
was the half of her he knew intimately. 
He swallowed three tranquilizer pills and 
got to work. 3 !e turned down three small 
business deals that seemed a little risky 
and then granted one G. 1. Loan with a 
sudden surge of patriotism. The G, I-'s 
wife was a pretty redhead, reminding him 
of Miss Temple. 

just before closing, Bernard's heart 
acted up a little, when he caught a glimpse 
of Miss Temple adjusting her stockings as 
she stepped from her cage. "Better get □ 
good night's sieep, Mr. Benson," she said* 
dropping onto the edge of his big desk, 
beside his framed picture of Laura, "And 
incidentally — " she paused to freshen her 
lipstick "—I'il remember to set my clock 
up tonight," 

The girl looked at Bernard through half 
closed eyes. In near panic he felt his heart 
skip a beat. He clutched the edge of the 
desk as she blew him a kiss and clicked 
across the lobby and left, 

thI! STABS WERT brilliant at 11:1/5-. Ber¬ 
nard phoned in the three flights from the 
east, as they came Over on schedule. 

The time passed more quickly than he 
had thought possible- 

At eleven-thirty Miss Temple stepped 
into her bedroom and snapped on the 
light, then went to the bathroom. Ber¬ 
nard's telescope was waiting when twelve 
minutes later she returned, fresh and per¬ 
fumed for tile night and Stepped to tllC 
window. She opened it and stood there in 
the nude, breathing deeply. Her breasts 
rose up, full like the moon peering above 
fbe horizon. 

She recrosscd the room to her dresser, 
standing against ihe rose-patterned wall¬ 
paper. She picked up the clock. It said 
11 ; 27. She carried it back to the window 
and sat on rhe sill, setting the minute hand 
ahead 15 minutes to l l :i2. 

Then she stood op, holding the dock 
loosely against her belly as she looked 
across the elms, into the night. Suddenly 
she smiled, placed her fingertips to her 
tips and blew a kiss out across the night 
sky. 

Miss Temple snapped off the light and 
lay back on her bed, listening to the heavy- 
throated rumble of a giant BA6 inter¬ 
continental bomber moving across the cold 
stars, somewhere high in the stratosphere. 
The sound lulled her to sleep . . . 

Laura found Bernard collapsed on the 
platform, beside bis telescope, dead of a 
heart attack. Sobbing, she called the doc¬ 
tor. 

Next day, the Center City Republican 
related how Bernard Benson liad died at 
hiis post on his night watch as a GOC 
hero. There was speculation that he had 
mistaken a £-36 Air Force bomber for a 
Russian plane, 

And at tlie State Bank, Miss Temple 
arrived promptly at 9:M) a.m. and quietly 
crossed the tile lobby, her spiked heels 
clicking loudly. She blew ,i silent kiss to¬ 
ward Bernard's empty desk and stepped 
into her cage to freshen her lipstick and 
go to work. 
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SATURDAY NIGHT 


ICQNtiujtxtl fratu iS] 

like a vise and then the massive dug 

for LEie groin. Haggerty was ready. He 
twisted aside faking the force on his thigh, 
"I be power of flat kick a I moat numbed bis 
(eg. Quickly Haggerty brought the side 
of his pabia down against the thick neck, 
it was a kilting blow but the mountain 
of ilesh merely staggered back a step. 

Haggerty ducked as [he massive list 
Cannoned i\t Film. 'r'Jieal whipped back with 
a left and a right that rocked against 
Muller's jaw. The giant blinked and low¬ 
ered bis bead, He- came forward again, 
Haggerty steeled him seif. Each punch lie 
delivered was for Kevin. The thought 
added strength to bis hndv, 

The arm reached for him again ripping 
skin from Haggerty's face as fie side- 
stepped. The fury of his rush carried 
Muller into tEie bar. knocking bottles and 
glasses from ihe shelves behind it. Be- 
fore MuFIcr could untangle, Haggerty 
drove a left, right, left, into the Hi assist 
head. Blood smeared Muller's face as he 
turned toward Haggerty again. 

'I'll kill you,'' lie roared I'll hrt-ak 
every bone in your body.'’ 

Haggerty's eyes danced dangerously, 
"Here E am punk. Come on and try it." 
He- stepped forward to meet the mad¬ 
dened monster and a hand from the floor 
suddenly gripped Ins ankle. Savagely he 
putted free and drove his heel into Davis’ 
upturned face. But the giant was on him! 

The boulder-.sized fist rammed Against 
Haggerty's jaw almost rij^ping his head 
from, the- neck. Again LEie sledge- hammer 
came down, and the detective's head be¬ 
gan to swim. Then the gorilla ringers 
reached for Ins throat and dug in. Des¬ 
perately Haggerty tugged at the massive 
arm trying to tear it from his tortured 
throat, hut the brutal ringers seemed riv¬ 
eted. He kicked frantically to free himself 
as be felt himself sinking away. "Gondby, 
stranger," the mocking voice vibrated in 
his ear. "’YouTe going a long ways now, 
Just-like-tliat-soldier-boy," Tliu:i Haggerty 
went beserk! 

He ripped loose from the paralyzing 
grip and bounded to his feel like a demon 
from hell A fury met rbc astonished giant 
who rose to meet him. Right, left, riglu, 
left, exploded into Muller's face. The giant 
staggered back, his face a raw mass Hag¬ 
gerty closed Ell. The iron Jist tEiu ride red 
Against Haggerty's head but the detective 
shook it otf blindly. A right dug into 
Muller's gut doubling him up. An upper- 
cut drove the freak back on his heels. A 
right-cross .smashed Muller Against a wall 
threatening the building, TEie giant held 
up his arm to protect himself as the 
lightning punches dynamited sickcnly into 
Iris frightened face. A right that bad every 
ounce of Haggerty's bate crashed against 
tEic trembling jaw. I Tie giant swayed like 
a wounded elephant, 

Haggerty stepped back and measured 
him. An elbow rocketed viciously into tEic 
dazed face ripping teeth from the torn 
gums. The lights went out in Mullers 
eyes. Another right sEiot into tbe sagging 
jaw and Muller crashed to die floor. 


Haggerty stood over him panting. Thai 
was only half tbe job, His face a marble 
mask he leaned down and grabbed the 
massive arm in his hinds and dragged 
the uoconscious giant across the floor. 
Grimly, as (he siieur onlookers watched, 
he propped the huge arm against tbe bar 
rest. Then he brought his leg down with 
ail Eiis strength. The giant screamed as 
the bones smashed. Again the leg was 
raised and again Haggerty came down. 
Someone in the back vomited as the broken 
bones came through tbe skin. 

Haggerty looked at the misEiappen arm 
then stepped back, '[‘hat arm would never 
hurt anyone again. His CVCS swept around 
tbe saloon challenging those around him 
bui nobody moved. Wit!tout a word he 
left the bar. 

I-IK STtJl'Plin at the lirst decent motet 
outside of town and bashed Iris bruised 
faced. Then be dropped bis weary frame 
on die clean linen, Maybe ii hadn't been 
the lawful way to handle rlie situation, 
T he way he liked to do things. But under 
the code of Cattle Cross it was fair, To¬ 
morrow tie would head North again, To¬ 
night lie was very tired. He closed his 
eyes, + 

JAZZ 

[t 'iutiuju *,/ fram page i2} 

my Dutch." 

George Avakian of Columbia Records 
caught her hist year and paired her on 
a record with the Jazz Messengers, They 
like each other so well, they set olf on a 
to u r t i iget 1 1 v r. 

Rita and her drum-playing husband, 
Wes llcken, have toured Africa, Spain, 
France, England and .Sweden. "When we 
led like it and we're offered a good 
contract," she says, "we just pack up 
sunj go." 

JEAN THEELHMAXS 

If Belgian jean Thidemans (sometimes 
he gives in to American ways and spelts 
it John Til mans) weren't a first-rate 
guitar player, he would not have been 
playing the guitar for George Shearing 
for the past three years. But Eiis more 


Conspicuous contribution to jazz has been 
his Success in outfitting the lowEy bar- 
numica with a full dress suit. 

"The basic thing," says Jean, "is that 
1 play the harmonica as an in strum tin, 
not a toy. It lias so many potentialities. 
You tan get clarinet rones, violin effects, 
chord effects in octaves; some of the fast 
runs have a piano sound, bin it can also 
bounce like a tenor, 

"1 use a three-octave chromatic har¬ 
monica fit costs about Si 2 to $18) and 
witFi sufficient practice, 1 can play any¬ 
thing in any key. The biggest problem, 
of course, is phrasing, because notes aie 
alternately blown and inti a led. If you 
really want to improvise on the harmonica 
you have to know your instrument thor¬ 
oughly, know everything it can do." 

Jean, born in Brussels in 3 922* picked 
up the harmonica while he majored in 
ill at hematics at college. In 10 il he heard 
Django Reinhardt and be dived for the 
nearest guitar and began to learn it. Hc 
began to gel jobs, mostly in American 
GJ hangouts overseas, and then was 
rapped by Benny Goodman for a small- 
unit European tour in 3 9^0, In I9'i] he 
came- to America. 

"For the sole purpose of bettering Ills 
technique," the must a died Belgian says, 
in tire phrasing of the college prnfessur 
lie had originally intended to be, "the 

h ncign j ;rs-7. s t u 1 1 m t di >v5 ru >t ren IE y have 
to come to the .States It he is giftfif and 
if be lias enough desire to learn, he wilt 
be able <n do so from tEie records. They 
are the best books, and be will be able 
to acquire control of the language of 
jazz. And as far as forru.il knowledge is 
concerned, there are good music schools 
all over the world. Birr, talking from 
personal experience, 3 doubt very much 
whether the foreign uz/ student will be 
able to grasp only from the records till 
the meaning Lit the notes, tbe feeling be¬ 
hind them. That is the- one thing 1 have 
learned in die States," 

And that one tiling — the very artistic 
essence of jazz is the flower which, as 
Jutta HEpp discovered* can only grow and 
flourish along Stateside sidewalks under 
America's fast-walking, fast-talking, fast¬ 
living* forward-plunging crazy rnixed-up 
d t EzC-n h , "f* 
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Meet Sam . 


YES! Count me in as a subscriber. 


We've had many letters from you asking about the 
different types of TfGERS you think we should feature* 
Since TIGER is, as we stated on our October issue, a 
State of Mind, there can therefore be many physical 
types of TIGERS. 

We happen to have featured Hiram In the 
first 3 issues, [see page 4 of this issue}. 


We've got a lot of physical types of 
TIGERS, fust as there are a lot of you. 
From time to time we'll show them all. 
But whatever they took like or 
whatever they dress like, they have 
one thing m common , _ „ , * 
they 1 re all TIGERS! 


Enclosed find $5,00 for 12 issues* 
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ISSUES 
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Nestled among the Kills- of California is a 
nudist camp, which Ed DeLong claims is the 
home of many of the world's most beautiful 
women. Naturally, at hearing this we chal¬ 
lenged Ed to put up or shut up. He put up 
Dionne Webber, We shut Up, 

Now, wa have never been to a nudist camp, 
mainly because wove never bean invited. But 
according to Ed, you run around in absolutely 
nothing but smiles, That P s why Dianne's feet are 
dirty. Good healthy contact with Mother Earth, 
It seems that there are other ways to have good 
healthy contact with Mother Earth, while at a 
nudist camp. Still, we’ve never been invited. 

Dianne seems to bo most welcome, and why 
not? Ef you had a 36" bust, with a 26" waist 
and hips, zowiel , . . (3.7] * . , you'd be invited 


And Dianne/ hhe has one complaint sgamsi 
men , , , they dress too much. Seems the} 
cover up what a woman . , , well, you know 
what she means. 

For those of you who want to see the you 
tnow-what simply drop a line to Dianne Web 
ber. Happy Bottom Nudist Camp, Bor ESS 
Chicago 90, Illinois. 

We will forward all letters promptly, I 
you do get asked, please let us know, We’t 
like to hear how you liked it. 




















CLASSIC 

SPORTS 

CARS 


THE COLT 
REVOLVER 




















,rro*Vj 

■ CLASSIC 

■ SPORTS 

CARS 




M THE COLT - ^ 
■ REVOLVER #? 






Enjoy another classic from the Yootha Archive 
Yootha Discover more amazing collections in our eBay shop 

archive http://stores.ebay.co.uk/Yootha-Archive-of-Vintage-and-Retro 

or at www.yootha.com 


